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To my family for their staunch support through the good times 
and bad . . . and to Jeremy, whose wings now embrace and 
guide me. 


—L.P. 


To God and my parents for the constant influence and support. 


—M.A.W. 


Do not stand at my grave and weep. 
Lam not there. I do not sleep. 
I am a thousand winds that blow. 
Iam the diamond glints on snow. 
I am the sunlight on ripened grain. 
I am the gentle autumn rain. 


When you awaken in the morning’s hush 
I am the swift uplifting rush 
of quiet birds in circled flight. 
I am the soft stars that shine at night. 


Do not stand at my grave and cry. 
I am not there; I did not die. 


—Author Unknown 
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CHAPTER ONE 


The Meeting 


Coming together is a beginning. . . . 
—Henry Ford 


Linda threw her wiry, five-foot-two-inch body into the big 
overstuffed chair. Today’s push had been a ten-mile training 
run but her muscles screamed as though it had been twenty. - 
These days her life was made up of working, running, and 
sleeping. There wasn’t time for much else. It was April 1988, 
and she had finally made concrete plans to do a 5,000-mile run 
around Great Britain in an effort to raise money for cancer 
research. The idea had had its inception some time ago, but it 
was this year that she finally succumbed to the nagging within 
her and solidly committed herself to making this dream a 
reality. 

She sat there, anticipating a bath, but didn’t feel like 
moving just yet, so instead she flipped on the television set as a 
temporary respite—and there he was! The top half of his six- 
foot-two-inch frame all but filled the screen as he spoke to his 
trusted friend Watson. Here was a man with a magnetic screen 
presence, playing Sherlock Holmes as no one had ever played 
him, and his persona all but jolted Linda out of her seat. Who 
is this man? Fascinated, she remained utterly transfixed until 
the end of the episode. She was completely undone by this 
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man’s performance and decided right then and there that this 
was only the first of many nights to come that would be spent 
watching, him portray the famous sleuth as he and his faithful 
friend Watson solved crime after crime. Linda had never really 
been a Sherlock Holmes aficionado, but at that moment, she 
vowed, once a week, faithfully, she would watch cach episode 
that aired. And that she did. Each time, she sat rapt as Jeremy 
Brett wove his magic spell. 

There was not only charm and elegance at work on that 
television screen but a kind of familiarity. Somehow he was 
not really a stranger to her. Granted, she had never met this 
man, but seeing him on the screen made her feel as if she were 
watching an old friend. Was he one of those people you 
encounter who makes you feel as if you have known him all 
your life? Or maybe it really was like so many of the New 
Agers believe, that we experience numerous existences before 
this one, and that she and Jeremy were old familiar souls 
travelling their many lifetimes together. Watching him week 
after week made it seem so. Observing his face, especially his 
eyes, she sensed some kind of bond between them. Here was a 
man with whom she felt she had shared her life many times 
before, but not yet this life. This time around it would be like 
another coming together to share new adventures and learn new 
lessons. Was she imagining all this? Sometimes it is difficult 
to know whether what is going on inside us is truly our feelings 
and senses or just our imagination and desires. But she knew 
one thing for certain. The most honest thing about any of us is 
our feelings. And there was no denying how she felt each time 
she saw his face—and those eyes. 

She did not wait long to write to Granada Television, 
inquiring about Jeremy Brett. The lady was definitely in- 
trigued. Granada was kind enough to respond and provided her 
with the name and address of Jeremy’s representative, the 
William Morris Agency. Linda did not hesitate a moment, 
soon after writing the agency she received a letter from Jane 
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Annakin, giving her a list of appearance dates and locations for 
Jeremy’s upcoming play, The Secret of Sherlock Holmes. The 
chronological sequence of appearances was to be Guildford 
Surrey; Richmond, Surrey; and finally Wyndham’s Theatre in 
London’s West End. 

On September 12, 1988, Linda made her way to the 
Richmond Theatre in Surrey with all the excitement of a child 
on Christmas day. At last she would see the person she had 
longed to meet ever since that first television performance 
intrigued her. Maybe she had been waiting to meet him all her 
life, she thought. Arriving at the theatre early, she bought her 
programme, sat down in the front row .. . and waited. A 
stomach full of butterflies, the breathless anticipation, the eager 
curiosity; she experienced it all. Eventually the lights dimmed 
and darkness engulfed the theatre. Within moments faint but 
sonorous strains of music could be heard, followed by a lone 
spotlight on a solitary figure playing the violin. There, alone 
on the stage, instrument tucked under his chin, was Jeremy _ 
Brett. She drank him in. He was tall and stately for real, not of 
an illusionary height created for television by clever camera 
angles. And his face! She knew that face. The sombre eyes 
looked straight ahead, out over the audience, and that 
prominent, definitive jawline rested on the warm polished 
wood that lay on his shoulder. If it had been possible, she 
would have frozen that moment in time in order to relish it 
again and again. But the real sensation overcame her when he 
spoke those first lines. His was a voice that began as if in the 
depths of a well, gaining sensuality as it grew and finally 
emitted its resonant tone, making the hair on her arm stand on 
end. It was as if he truly were Holmes. And yet, where 
Holmes sometimes seemed cold and unemotional, she sensed 
Jeremy’s warmth and compassion beneath the character’s 
facade. She sensed, too, a spirit inside the actor that housed, in 
addition to warmth, an impish side to its nature. Her longing to 
meet this man was at its peak. She sat mesmerised for the 


4 The Jeremy Brett-Linda Pritchard Story 


entire play, hanging on every word spoken, every gesture 
shown. Riveted to her seat, she did not move, but just sat and 

watched and listened, positively stunned. 
Jeremy Paul had outdone himself when he wrote this 
vehicle for Jeremy Brett and Edward Hardwicke. Imagine, two 
g the whole play. There were no other 


men alone, carryin 
henomenal! She marvelled at their ability 


characters. It was p 
to convey that solid Holmes-Watson friendship, let alone 


remember all the dialogue. There were moments that elicited 
laughter and moments that twisted the heart into knots, but in 
each of their scenes together that unique chemistry between the 
two men was magical to behold. As she sat there applauding, 
little did she know that this was to be the first of twenty 
performances she would attend. 

After the show, Linda went around to the stage door and 
waited to get Jeremy’s autograph. This was not a usual 
her, but she was so impressed by his performance 
had to see this man as he really was, divested of 
his Holmes character. She felt a bit like those young fans who 
follow the pop stars. In fact, it made her feel like a kid again. 
And, too, she just had to see that face up close—see those eyes. 
The wait was not long. Surprisingly, he appeared rather 
quickly. There was a crowd, of course, but she could still see 
him. He looked so different! His hair was tousled, not slicked 
back, and he was—Jeremy Brett, all traces of Sherlock Holmes 
obliterated. 

“Such a warm face,” she thought. 

One lady, standing there with a young boy by her side, 
spoke to Jeremy, telling him that her son wanted to become an 
actor. Jeremy smiled and looked compassionately at her and 
the youthful lad. 

a arin is any advice I can give or any help, come 
ser e theatre and I will make time for you both,” he 

Linda was surprised, for she had always assumed that it 


practice for 
that she just 
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was unusual for people in the entertainment profession to make 
time for those whom they did not know. Then he turned his 
attention to her. All she could blurt out was one question, 

“Could I have your autograph, please?” 

He looked right into her eyes as he asked for her name. 

“Linda,” she said, dropping her gaze to escape his 
penetrating eyes. And dear God, she hoped he couldn’t hear 
her heart beating like a bass drum! 

He smiled and signed, “To Linda, Love from Jeremy.” 
From somewhere, she mustered up enough presence of mind to 
congratulate him on his performance, and he literally beamed at 
her in his graciousness and gratitude. That smile! She may 
have been fit for running, but at this point she would not have 
counted too heavily on either of her knees. Thank goodness, 
another autograph seeker politely accosted him and Linda 
retreated. Suddenly it was all over and she was on her way 
home. It had been like a dream. But from that night on, things 
would never be the same again. 

Linda went to see two more performances of the show that 
same week. The play eventually made its way to Wyndham’s 
Theatre in London and remained there for a year. By this time 
Linda was in the full swing of training for her run around 
Britain. It was strange, really, how this project had come 
about. She was quite a fit person and knew for some time that 
she wanted to contribute in some way toward cancer research. 
She was well aware of how frightening cancer could be and 
what a devastating illness it was. A few years earlier, she had 
found a lump in her right breast. The fear it had brought in 
those days—waiting to go to hospital, waiting to find out the 
results of the tests—was deplorable. Luckily for her, the lump 
was benign. But the realization of the terror that cancer 
brought to others made its indelible imprint upon her. It was 
then that she knew she wanted to—had to—do something to 
help. 

She had always been pretty fair at running. It wasn’t a 
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sport she particularly liked but knew it was something she 
could do. So she entered the London Marathon and finished in 
three hours and forty-one minutes, raising about £400. Not 
long after that she conceived the idea of running around Great 
Britain, thinking how such a feat could raise more money for 
cancer research. But the moment the idea struck, it seemed 
crazy to her, a most ridiculous idea. She was 35 years old, a 
time in peoples’ lives when they consider retiring from the 
sports arena rather than embarking on a 5,000-mile run. She 
tried in earnest to dismiss the idea from her mind. Surely there 
was some other way she could raise money, without taxing 
body and spirit beyond their limits. 

But the idea would just not let go, no matter what she did 
or what she tried to do. In the interim she changed jobs, which 
altered her life, and she filled her time with other 
preoccupations. Hopefully, with all these changes and other 
interests, that silly idea would begin to fade. When holiday 
time rolled around, she booked a trip to Tibet, a place she had 
longed to visit. She thought this would occupy her thoughts, 
and that her anticipation of the upcoming trip would supplant 
the run idea. But even the beauty and foreign surroundings of 
Lhasa couldn’t rout the idea out of her head. It kept nagging 
away. It was as if it wouldn’t leave until the feat was 
accomplished, and if she didn’t do it she would live to regret 
the decision for the rest of her life. In the end she gave in. She 
told herself that she would dedicate two years of her life to this 
run—a year and a half for training and six months for the actual 
run itself. 

So there it was, day after day, running, miles and miles, 
ground her home in West London, up to Ealing, farther atield 
when she needed to do a long run. But during, all this training, 
another thought was slowly creeping, into her mind, lt was one 
thing to pet herself in shape, but where was she poing to get the 
financial and material support to do the run? She wrote 
numerous letters to various companies, hoping they would 
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sponsor her cause. Hardly anyone responded. One company 
gave her £500, another a backup vehicle. Grateful as she was 


for their donations, she had no backup driver and £509 would 
hardly cover the six months of food, lodging, petrol, and gear 
she would need. It was nearer £5,000 that she required. She 
had saved £1,500 of her own money, but that was far from 
sufficient. Yet deep inside was a feeling, a feeling that had 
really been present since her decision to do the run, a feeling 
that all would be well and that the money and support would 
come. One may call it destiny, fate, or coincidence, but 
whatever it was it complied and played its ultimate role. 

It was around March 1989 that she decided to write a letter 
to Jeremy Brett. In it, she told him of her quest and her need to 
raise money for this monumental venture to aid in cancer 
research. She asked him for a signed photograph of himself 
that she could take on her journey and enclosed newspaper 
cuttings about the run to prove that the quest was genuine. She 
also enclosed a T-shirt with the name of her run, “Keep Hope 
Alive,” emblazoned on the front. Rather than mailing this 
packet, she decided to give it to the man in person. So she 
attended yet another performance of The Secret of Sherlock 
Holmes at Wyndham’s Theatre. Afterward she made her way 
once again to the backstage door. When he emerged, she 
handed the packet to him. 

“These are for you,” she said and left almost immediately, 
as there were so many people there, wanting to see him and get 
autographs. Besides, she couldn’t have promised to maintain 
her composure if she had remained there for very long. His 
presence was indeed an imposing one, and, feeling the way she 
did, she was quite reluctant to have him by chance look into her 
eyes and read what was there. Just seeing another one of those 
smiles of his would certainly have cracked any composure she 
did have. 

What happened next was so totally unexpected that it 
knocked Linda right off her feet! The following moming, 4 
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ed a phone call. 

“This is Jeremy Brett,” said the voice on the other end. 

She nearly fell off her chair. Her heart started pounding 
and all sorts of things began racing through her mind. She 
could hardly take it all in at the moment. | 

“Hello,” she answered, as composed as possible under 
such incredible circumstances. 

“May I speak to Linda, please? 


“Speaking,” she replied. l 
“J just read your letter,” he said. “Darling, I’1l help you all 


I can. Please, come and see me today and I will meet you. Tell 
them at the theatre door who you are and they will take you 


Saturday, she recelv 


backstage.” | 
Not only did she not remember hanging up the telephone, 


but she had considerable trouble functioning for the next few 
minutes. Finally some semblance of normality returned and 
she proceeded to rush around, getting ready to present herself 
at Wyndham’s. So nervous! She boarded the bus, then the 
train, and, upon arriving in Charing Cross Road, made her way 
to the back of the theatre. She gave her name to the doorman 
and told him that Jeremy Brett had invited her to see him. Why 
did she feel so odd? 

“Go right in,” said the doorman. 

She knew it was all a dream and that she would certainly 
wake from it any minute. Her hands were cold, all blood 
having left them since the telephone call, and the pounding in 
her chest just wouldn’t subside. But her courage walked her in, 
and there in his dressing room was Jeremy Brett. He just 
looked. She just looked. Then he smiled and she nearly 
melted. He was the one who spoke first and she was glad that 
he’d broken the ice, for had it been up to her surely no words 
would have come. Why do we get so tongue-tied at the most 
inopportune times? 

“Darling, I'll help you all I can. Tell me what you need.” 

Her mind went blank for a moment. Had he been the 


The Meeting 9 


president of Adidas, she would have been able to rattle off a 
mental list of every item she required. But he wasn’t the 
president of Adidas; he was Jeremy Brett—magnetic, imposing 
and formidable. Finally she was able to blurt something out 

“] need some running shoes.” 

Thank God, she at least remembered one item. Well, who 
could think clearly at a time like this? And if she could have 
thought clearly, she wouldn't have imposed upon him anyway. 
He was so willing to help and he didn't even know her. But 
maybe there was something deep inside him too, that felt . . . 
what? A kinship? Like what she had felt when she first saw 
him on the screen? 

Linda couldn’t possibly know what chord her letter had 
struck in Jeremy Brett. His wife, Joan, had died of cancer on 
July 4, 1985, after which he was to suffer from a severe bout of 
depression. And now, here sat someone who felt as strongly 
about eradicating this deadly disease as he did. As they sat 
talking, the actor was in no hurry for their meeting to end. 
When the conversation turned to the subject of cancer itself, he 
openly shared his feelings with Linda. 

“J did not give up hope until the moment she died. There 
are success stories and there are miracles, and one always 
thinks you’re the one who is going to get away with it, even 
right up to the very last minute. There are cases, of course, 
where people do. But I think what is extraordinary is that the 
human spirit is so strong that one doesn’t really give up hope, 
right up to the end.” 

Linda listened intently as this sensitive and remarkable 
man poured cut his story. She had not been wrong when she 
hed sensed warmth and compassion during his performances as 
Sherlock Holmes. Her interest in his revelations encouraged 
him to continue. 

“The hardest thing about being left behind is that you’re 
left to pick up the pieces. You try and carry on as normally as 
possible, but very often it’s not possible, so one has to give 
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oneself a lot of space, a lot of sitting still, and a lot of praying 
to come to terms with all the resentment one can feel—anger 
that it should happen to the person that you love so much. All 
this has to be released and let go, and that takes time. Anyone 
who has been through it knows it isn’t a comfortable journey, 
Some never get over it. I don’t think one ever truly gets over it, 
One gets used to it. So be prepared to cry and let it all out. 
Don’t be too brave. Bravery is fine on some occasions, but 
sometimes it can be quite a dangerous thing. The stiff upper lip 
is not always best.” 

She was almost moved to tears listening to him. It was as 
if she were in the presence of a soul who had been sorely 
tested, as a result had learned the wisdom of the ages, and at 
that moment was able to impart it to her. His words made such 
an impact upon her that they burned themselves into her 
memory verbatim. Years later, she would draw upon those 
very words to comfort her own anguish. When she had first 
entered Jeremy’s dressing room, she had been extremely 
nervous in his presence. But as they talked, as they shared, he 
made her feel so comfortable that her initial nervousness was 
pretty much dissipated. Another feeling, however, was slowly 
creeping in to replace it. A feeling of love. 

Linda remained at the theatre and watched the show again. 
The next day Jeremy phoned to let her know that he had raised 
£300 for running shoes. In addition he had been given £3,000 
as an award for being chosen Pipe Smoker of the Year, and he 
was donating the entire amount to her run. She was ecstatic! 
Three weeks later she went to see the show again. She never 
tired of seeing him act out the idiosyncrasies of the world- 
famous sleuth, for each performance brought her something 
new. The intensity of his acting just held her and totally 
absorbed her. She could have watched him act for the rest of 
eternity. At any rate, Jeremy must have spotted Linda in the 
audience, for at the play’s finale a message was given to her to 
go backstage. She had a friend with her this time, and the two 
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of them made their way to the actor’s dressing 
they were face to face with the man who pl 
famous detective in Victorian England. 

“Darling, is there anything more I can do?” he asked her. 

She still needed various things but was definitely not 
going to ask for anything, as he had already been more than 
generous and had done more than she could ever have hoped 
for or dreamed possible. She just couldn’t ask him for anything 
else. l 

But thank goodness for friends. They are truly godsends, 
They can speak and act when we are totally helpless or 
reluctant to do so for ourselves. Where Linda was reticent, her 
friend was not. Her friend simply stated that Linda needed a 
backup driver. It was only a matter of days before Jeremy 
contacted a publicity agent and organized a press release to 
stimulate interest in the run and perhaps secure Linda a driver. 
And what a day that turned out to be! 

The plans were made and again Linda found herself in 
Jeremy’s dressing room, facing this gifted actor dressed as 
Conan Doyle’s renowned detective. 

“I’ve made it a rule never to dress as Holmes unless I am 
acting as Holmes,” he said. That disarming smile again, loaded 
with enough charm to knock your socks off. “But this is 
special.” 

He had always been reluctant to dress as the character 
when not in front of the camera for a couple of reasons. 
Because of the intensity with which he played Holmes, it was a 
definite requirement that he sever ties to the sleuth while off 
the set. And, too, in Jeremy’s eyes, Sherlock Holmes was a 
role to play, just a role. His own personality was almost 
diametrically opposed to that of the Holmes character he 
portrayed. Where Jeremy was outgoing, loving, and open, the 
character of Holmes was serious, rather cold, and a real lone 
wolf. It’s easy to play yourself or a character similar to 
yourself. You don’t have to adopt a wide variety of foreign 


room. Soon 
ayed the most 
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. illi ctor to convince you 
characteristics. But Papaa r x a iaeei 2 s 
that o diely different from the actor himself. And 
p e because to millions of fans Jeremy Brett 
convincing he was, Dena itive Sherlock Holmes 
will always be regarded as the definitive erlo y 

At one time, Jeremy made the following comment: My 
problem is that Holmes was a genius and I’m just mi I 
have to play a genius without making a fool of myse n 

He always said that he was from the “becoming” school of 
acting. You “became” the character before the camera. But for 
Jeremy, that is also where the “becoming” ended. Once the 
shoot was wrapped, he would wash the grease out of his hair 
and stand in the shower for several minutes, literally and 
figuratively washing off the Holmes persona. He would then 
don something more in his own style, such as white trousers 
and a cashmere sweater, and relegate the old sleuth along with 
his funereal costume to the confines of the theatre or studio. If 
there had existed a person such as Sherlock Holmes and he 
were to observe Jeremy Brett in real life, he would have 
chuckled just trying to imagine Jeremy playing his character. 
But if he also could have seen Jeremy transform himself into 
Holmes for the camera, the chuckle would have been replaced 
with admiration and astonishment at the brilliance of such a 
convincing transformation. 

Linda was quite touched that he would break his own rule 
for her and her cause and dress up as Holmes for the publicity 
shots. She was dressed in her running gear, and they went 
outside to the front of the theatre to pose for the pressmen who 
were there as scheduled. It was a cold day and there she was in 

-shirt and shorts, freezing but determined to take the publicity 
shots that Jeremy had so generously set up. Then something 
wonderful happened. Knowing that she must be cold in her 
running togs, Jeremy came up behind her and put his arms 
around her to keep her warm, and suddenly there was no cold. 
She could have held onto that moment forever, but the 
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pressmen began to set up for the pictures and soon it all started. 
Tourists passing by stopped to watch the activity. 

“Oh, look! There’s Sherlock Holmes!” they remarked 
excitedly, flashbulbs popping off at random among them. 

Other onlookers joined the tourists in their photo-taking 
session, and because it became quite crowded the publicity 
crew moved to the side of the theatre, where there was more 
room. It was Jeremy who spoke to the pressmen first. 

“Okay, gentlemen. What sort of photograph do you want? 
How would you like us to stand?” 

Not one of them answered. They seemed to be as much in 
awe of it all as Linda was. To them, they were in the presence 
of both Jeremy Brett and Sherlock Holmes as well. Daunting, 
to say the least. 

“Come on, gentlemen, come on. Tell me what you want.” 

Still no answer. In the end, Jeremy took charge of the 
shoot. He posed with Linda in several ways; first he held the 
magnifying glass, then she held it; then he pointed in the 
distance and Linda looked with him. Finally he addressed the 
crew again. 

“Right, gentlemen. Anything else?” 

Two of the pressmen began talking between themselves. 

“What do you think, John? What sort of photos shall we 
do?” 

Jeremy picked up on that immediately. 

“Right, John. What sort of photographs do you want?” 

John, still a little nervous, finally spoke. 

“Could you both run?” 

Jeremy answered without hesitation. 

“No! I don’t run.” But in the end, he finally agreed. 

He made the pressmen stand about twenty yards ahead, 
then turned and spoke to Linda. 

“Take my hand.” 


Not needing a lot of encouragement, she took his hand in 
hers. 
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“Now we’ll jog slowly towards them.” : A 

Because Linda had been training for quite some time (she 
had run 4,000 miles in the last year and a half to build up her 
strength and stamina) and was only weeks away from her long 
journey, she was incredibly fit at this time but didn’t know if 
Jeremy was. 

“Well, I won’t run too fast,” she thought to herself. 

“When I give the word, start running,” Jeremy said. He 
looked around and all seemed ready, so he nodded. 

“Go!” 

The actor took off like a greyhound, nearly leaving Linda 
behind! She just barely managed to keep up with him. The 
running stride of a six-foot-two-inch man along side that of a 
five-foot-two-inch woman was something to behold. She just 
had to laugh at the whole thing. Anyway, the resultant photo 
was terrific and was the very one that appeared in the paper the 
next day with the appeal for volunteer backup drivers. 

Again, destiny, fate, or coincidence (whichever one wishes 
to call it) was to play its part. Not all the newspapers printed 
the story; it really only appeared in The Daily Express. Living 
in Bournemouth was a man named Ted Rayner, a 63-year-old 
retiree, who had suffered throat cancer and had undergone a 
laryngectomy. Not unlike Linda, Ted too was trying to find a 
way to raise money for cancer research. It was his usual 
practice to buy The Daily Mail, but on this particular day the 
shops were all out of that particular newspaper. So instead he 
bought a copy of The Daily Express, and of course he saw the 
picture of Jeremy and Linda, along with the appeal for backup 
drivers. Without hesitation Ted came forward, became Linda’s 
backup driver, and was to remain with her throughout the entire 
run. 

l All these events made Linda realise that no matter how 
impossible it seems to make a dream come true, more powerful 
eee are at work than we think. It only seems impossible 

e we cannot see at the time how the unfolding will take 
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place. God may not reveal His game plan but that doesn’t 
‘ena He’s not at work putting everything in motion. Piece by 


piece, the jigsaw puzzle was being put together in preparation 
for her upcoming run. Everything she required to realise this 
dream was becoming available as needed. “ae 

A couple of weeks later, the day of the run arrived it 
would begin from the clipper ship Cutty Sark in Greenwich 
and the Supreme Weatherman had prepared an incredible day. 
Linda’s family and all her friends were there to see her off. 
and, most especially, Jeremy himself. There was a multitude of 
onlookers and the air was rife with anticipation, good wishes, 
and prayers. Stephen Gardner and the BBC South East News 
television crew were there, and everything was being set up for 
the start of this great feat. The time was quickly arriving for her 
to take the first step, so the good-byes began. She hugged her 
family and friends, who were among all the other well-wishers, 
and then turned to Jeremy. 

“Good-bye. Thank you so much.” 

Then she cried. She knew that it would be another six- 
months before she would see him again. And he, too, felt the 
emotion, as was evidenced by the tears in his eyes. The 
television crew gave Linda the necessary moments to compose 
herself and then said they were ready. It was time. Over one 
and a half years of preparation, and at long last the moment was 
upon her. She took the first step. The first big step. Only 
5,000 more miles to go. 

Part of her was happy that she was going to do something 
for cancer research. Yet her heart was heavy. She was leaving 
the person she had waited all her life to meet. If the run had 
not been for others, had it been for herself only, Linda would 
have turned around and come back. At any rate, the journey 
began. It was fraught with many ups and downs, undreamed-of 
occurrences, and the full spectrum of weather. All sorts of 
problems befell her, but the major one was quite significant. 
Not much money was being raised in the early days, most 
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e to a drastic lack of media publicity about the event. 
Linda asked one reporter why his —. ie i so 
uninterested in her quest. He told her it was because she didn’t 
lacked substance! And, too, not 
have cancer and the story hisar dee 
many people expect someone to complete is or her ream, and 
even if someone does succeed in doing so it doesn’t make 
headlines unless some record is broken or some catastrophe 
results. So the news media went on to other things and Linda 
went on with her run. 
Maybe the media abandoned her but Jeremy Brett did not. 
He was always there for her, always at the end of the telephone, 
always offering encouraging words. When she suffered a leg 
injury eleven days into the run, which eventually put her 
behind schedule by three weeks, it was her family and Jeremy 
who bolstered her spirits. When it poured down rain for twenty 
straight days with no end in sight, enough to discourage the 
heartiest of souls, there was Jeremy’s wonderful voice on the 
other end of the telephone, encouraging her, never letting her 
doubt that the feat would be accomplished. Without him, she 
felt that she never could have done it. He truly believed in her, 
not just in her ability but in her dedication, her tenacity, and her 
humanitarianism. Where other people doubted, he did not. He 
made her believe that anything was possible. So she went on to 
complete the 5,000-mile run around Great Britain, and thanks 


to his generous support she managed to raise £50,000 for 
cancer research. 


likely du 


CHAPTER TWO 


The F riendship 


Where God is, all things are possible 
and God is in each one of us. 
—WMatthew 19:26 


With the run completed, Linda wondered whether or not her 
friendship with Jeremy would continue to grow. After all, their - 
lives were worlds apart. Jeremy’s life was wrapped up in the 
magical world of theatre and television, and Linda’s was in the 
average workaday world. She envisioned Jeremy’s life as a 
nonstop plethora of gala parties with other well-known 
celebrities, international travel to do interviews on talk shows, 
and all the myriad activities that surround an actor of his 
stature. Would he have time for her? Would he even be 
interested in her now that the run was over and life was back to 
its normal flow? 

Two months passed. Linda spent that time looking for 
work and Jeremy took some time off after his long stint in the 
Play, The Secret of Sherlock Holmes. During this time, Linda’s 
feelings for Jeremy had not faded; in fact, just the opposite: 
she was very much in love with him. She doubted, however, 
that at this point in time he felt the same way toward her, and 


fe she had sensed that something had struck a chord within 
im. 
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On one special occasion durin ing z her run, she recalled, how 
i e her at Wyndham’s Theatre. 


*s run early so that she could head 
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hat. waiting six months until the run was over to see him again 
ssible for her. She had managed to get a ticket 


10i. 
but _ told Jeremy of her plan to 
p to begin, she tried to spot 
urtain. for she knew that he usually hid 
behind it to view the audience after the lights dimmed. But 
he hid himself well. she always knew when he was 
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The giveaway had been the crimson light at the end of 
O his occasion, however, he must have spotted 
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ejt? s Linda!” 
Then the show was over, she and her friends were invited 


to his dressing room, and when she entered he immediately 
a paste m his seat and came to her. He gave her a warm 


= felt so good to have his arms around her again. He 
then insisted that she sit next to him. 

“Darling, I couldn’t believe it when I saw you in the 
audience!” Jeremy said excitedly. “I was about to start the 
show, but I had to take another ten minutes to compose myself 


after the thrill of seeing you!” 
“So it’s my fault the show started late,” Linda laughed. 


“Oh, Jeremy, it’s so good to see you again!” 
“And it’s so good to see you,” he said, gently kissing her 
on the cheek. “I have missed you so much!” he whispered in 


her ear. 


= 
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These recollections encouraged Linda to believe that the 
friendship might continue. But if the friendship were to move 
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on, she decided, one of them hed to make the first may 
wanted it to be him, but she didn’t want to wait ay sacs we 

AALAN Q 
she decided to make the first overture and it would he ther 


St Very 

evening. She would ring Jeremy and ask him how he wee 
~ as 

enjoying his time off. But before she could make her call the 
ii it ~ 


phone rang. 

“Darling, it’s Jeremy. How have you been?” 

“I can’t believe you phoned! I was just about to phone 
you!” 

“Well, great minds think alike. How are you?™ 

“Tm fine. 1 got a job as a courier for a photography 
company.” 

“Oh, that’s marvellous, darling!” 

“Thank you, Jeremy. How have you been keeping? 

“Well, I had to go into hospital for a while. But it was just 
exhaustion from the long run of the play. I'm fine now.” 

It was months later before she discovered that Jeremy had 
suffered his second severe manic-depressive episode but, as 
usual, had played down the seriousness of his illmess. 

The conversation carried on for several minutes before she 
decided that she didn’t want their discussion to end without 
knowing whether or not he was desirous of seeing her again. 
So she took a huge gulp of air, speedily said some silent 
prayers, and blurted it out. 

“Jeremy, would you like to meet for coffee sometime?” 

His response was immediate, yet to her it seemed like an 
etemity. 

“Yes, of course, darling! That would be wonderful! Say 
tomorrow, about 10 a.m. at Tea Time?” 

Tea Time is a wonderful little café near Clapham Common 
and close to where Jeremy lived. 

“Yes, Jeremy. That would be nice.” She tried to sound 
calm and collected, but inside she was churning at the seams 
With excitement. “TIl see you then.” 

“Maybe he had been too shy to ask her,” she thought 


20 The Jeremy Brett-Linda Pritchard Story 

this was Jeremy Brett she was talking about. Shy? 
No. But then, just because he wasn't eae PM op or in 
films didn’t mean that the man could not suffer i wa fear of 
rejection Or feel that someone might not be interested in him 
personally. She discovered with time that there definitely was 
a humble and modest side to the man known as Jeremy Brett. 

Their first meeting at Tea Time was positively delightful 
and became one of many get-togethers for several months to 
come. For most of those meetings. they stayed in the cafe long 
after all the other customers had come and gone. Jeremy was a 
brilliant storyteller. Laughter and comments punctuated each 
tale he told, and Linda, too, offered her contributions to the fun 
and joy they shared at that little white linen-covered table in 
the back of the café. Their table was always laden with coffee 
cups and ashtrays and, at various times, sandwiches or salads. 

From what Jeremy told her, she could tell he truly enjoyed 
his work. For him, however, it wasn’t work; it was something 
he loved to do. To perform in front of an audience and to hold 
them spellbound with his acting ability was fer him the 
ultimate achievement and satisfaction. It was his constant goal. 
His eyes shone brightly while relating all this to her, and she 
knew without a doubt that acting was where his heart truly lay. 

But as much as she admired his acting ability and loved 
watching him on television and in the theatre, she wanted to 
know the real Jeremy Brett. Who was he really, behind the 
actor's mask? Did he have some of the same thoughts as she? 
Did he wonder about the same things in life as she? Although 
it was early in their relationship, she sensed a much deeper and 
fascinating person behind the professional facade. 

For several years Linda had been interested in knowing 
and leaming more about the mysteries of life and her purpose 
in being here. But like so many others who are curious about 
these topics, she had to be careful with whom she broached the 
subject. So many people didn’t care to explore it beyond 
superficial social politeness. It made them uncomfortable to 


Then again, 
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Aiscuss such subjects athens shee depth, and Linda had learned 
"> ick and choose her confidants carefully, Although 
= Lanes life had been a full one, Linda wondered if he had 
= fund the time to look deeper into his life and question the 
aa for his existence. 
a After several meetings, she decided to find out, Rather 
gan ask him outright, she tested the waters gingerly. She 
segan by telling him about her trip to Tibet and her reasons for 
coing, As she related her story, she soon became aware that he 
sat absolutely absorbed, listening to her words. 

“My reasons for going to Tibet? I had always wanted to 
go there. It had been a dream for a long time. And also, I 
thought the trip would help to dispel the idea of doing the run, 
since common sense dictated it to be an absurd task to 
undertake at age 35. But most important, I also went to find 
some answers to my questions about life itself. What is the 
purpose for my existence? What is astral projection, aura 
reading, and is there life after death? Before my trip, I had read 
many books about the mysteries of Tibet and how it used to be 
a place of great spiritual learning before the Chinese invasion 
in 1959. Because of this, I came to the conclusion that I would 
find the answers to my questions if I searched deeply enough 
and spoke with the wise old lamas. So, of course, when I 
arrived in Tibet, I was expecting it to be a place of mystery and 
magic, but it wasn’t. Don’t get me wrong. Lhasa, the capital, 
is an awe-inspiring place, as is the Potala Palace. But there 
were no answers to the questions I posed, no magic formula. 
Maybe there was magic there many years ago, but it had eroded 
with time, Or maybe we had invented the mystical aspect of 
the place because we wanted to believe that we could find the 
answers to all of life’s questions simply by visiting a far-off 
land, However, I did learn one important lesson: the answers 


that we seek are not outside ourselves, but within us, where 


they have been for all of eternity.” 
en she had finished her travelogue, she realised that 
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oved, had not spoken, had not even taken a 
drag, from his cigarette (which must me been a first lor him). 
she concluded, he was either very interested in the 
i yr he thought she was a loon of the 
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‘on that was accurate. Vo her delight, he then bepan to 
spiritual knowledge that had bepun 
after he had contracted rheumatic 


conclus 
tell her of his search for 
when he was 16 years old 
fever. 

“Doctors thought | would never rec 
“They told me | would never run up stairs and that I 
I guess that’s why 
that. I do have 


over from the illness,” 


he said. 
would be chairbound for the rest of my life. 
[have little faith in doctors. No, | shouldnt say 
faith in their ability, but it seems to me so many of them limit 
their outlook only to what ts physically possible today, only to 
the breakthroughs published in the current medical journals. 
Nothing is attributed to the will of the human being, how the 
human will can surpass physical handicaps and limitations. 
Anyway, | did manage to run up stairs and have since done a 
lot with my life, things those very same doctors thought would 
be impossible. 

“And there’s one good thing that resulted from that 
ailment. When the illness was at its peak and I was very close 
to death, that was when 1 managed to touch the petticoats of 
comprehension. There was a moment when | was given an 
insight into a much higher level of consciousness. ‘The trouble 
is, | haven’t come down from that level since,” he laughed. “I 
think all my life I have been bordering between two worlds: 
the world we live in on earth and the one to which we go when 
our earthly sojourn comes to an end. Actually, it is something 
that has really helped me. Knowing that there is more to us 
than life and death makes one realise that all things are 
r A a e ain 
krcis hat anythirie=our i iving in right now, then you will 

eams, our wishes—all are possible 
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to achieve. 

“That is what gave me the confidence to do what I really 
wanted to do: be an actor. Be an actor, despite a Speech 
impediment. It was a discouraging handicap, enough to make 
one give up trying to become an actor. Had I not the belief that 
anything was possible, I just might have given up. Not being 
able to pronounce the letters “r” and “s” is not something an 
actor can get away with. But because of my belief and 
probably a good dose of stubbornness, I just would not let go of 
my dream. I knew there had to be a way to overcome the 
obstacle. There just had to be. So I had my tongue cut, went to 
the Central School of Speech and Drama, and gave it my best 
effort. And it worked. I was able to do what I had been told | 
could never do. 

“Then, when I was 20, I had the cheek and audacity to 
interrupt a rehearsal at Manchester’s Library Theatre and 
announce to the director that I was going to be their company’s 
next juvenile lead! It was the brashness of youth, of course. 
But I always believed I would become an actor. So, darling, 
always remember to believe in your ability to make your 
dreams come true. 

“But here I am lecturing you, and you already know all 
this. Your run around Britain was proof of that.” 

“Nevertheless, Jeremy, sometimes I still have doubts.” 

“Well, don’t. It is doubt that stops us from achieving our 
ambitions and aspirations. Never ever let doubt override the 
power that is within you to make your dreams come true.” 

“You say a power that is within me. What is this power?” 
_ _ It is hard to put into words, because words are very 
limited. But the closest explanation I can give would be to call 
it God power. You see, Linda, if we would only realise that we 
are not separate from God but a part of God, then we could 
achieve anything.” 

She thought about this for a few seconds. What better ally 
to have working on your side than the Creator Himself? She 


n Joron Brott binda Pritchard Story 

‘4 (Ye JCRCE 

pt. She tiked a lot of the things jn said. Tt was 

ai ghag conecpt. + DAIN í ‘awn € ; 

liked tha è vam to a wise old sage who had drawn on the 

akin to Cshe nig, adi is own fife. 

fom ot the anes and appli ditto ; wonderful 

wish ‘od to talk to Jeremy about so many Jerfu 
PAWS SOP MOM y o acti avi ite 

: U we her awtully curious about destiny playing its 

made t s 


things Throughout her life, Linda had 


ae he Pe tn anal she would meet someone 
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2 i ith whom she could share her thoughts, someone who 
k uld understand her deepest feclings, someone who would 
ae everv minute of every day feel magical. And here he 
was, it seemed, a man who filled that bill better than she ever 
could have anticipated. 

Their next visit to Tea Time found them once again 
talking about all the mystical things in life. Their con- 
versations always seemed to drift to that subject, no matter 
What had been discussed previously. At one point Jeremy 
spoke about his interest in Transcendental Meditation. TM 
became popular in the sixties, when the Beatles announced that 
they had begun its practice in their quest for spiritual 
enlightenment. Jeremy, however, had been practising the art 
long before the world heard about it through the Beatles. 

“Have you ever tried meditation, Linda?” 

“No, not really. I have made a couple of feeble attempts at 
it, but I have never been sure about the right way to do it.” 

“Well, come with me.” 

She was promptly hustled out of Tea Time and marched 
across the road called The Pavement, They continued over the 
smaller section of Clapham Common and walked across Long 
Road onto the larger section of the common. Linda had no idea 
where Jeremy was taking her or what had Prompted this action. 
They kept walking until they reached an old chestnut tree, 
bn Way T A — of the road known as Clapham 
home, and little F PA at Papa tree faced Jeremy’s 
pee Uy heen ~ that there were arrowhead holes 

© stood next to her right there on 
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that green. In times past, Jeremy had used the tree for archery 
practice, a sport in which he excelled. But they weren’t there 
for archery practice at that moment. She stood there with him 
silently, and thought, “What next?” 
«Darling, take the weight off your legs and sit down under 
the tree,” Jeremy said. 

She didn’t need much encouragement after their hasty 


jaunt to get there. l 
«Now, I’m going to give you your first lesson in the art of 


meditation.” 

“What? Here? Now?” 

“Yes, now.” 

“Can’t we go somewhere a bit more private? I know 
Buddha meditated and found enlightenment under a tree, but 
that doesn’t mean we have to,” was her humorous response. 

“This place is as good as any, and don’t worry about 
people watching; they are too busy doing what they want to do 
to worry about us. Look around you. There are people flying 
kites, playing football, having picnics, all doing their own 
thing. They are oblivious to us.” 

“Okay. Let’s do it,” she said, but with some reservation in 
her voice. 

Jeremy looked deeply into her eyes. His stare was 
piercing and penetrating. But he knew she felt uneasy. He was 
used to putting on a show for an audience, so people looking at 
him was of no consequence. But it was not the same for Linda. 
He had been correct about the fact that people were not looking 
at them, but she still didn’t feel comfortable. And when he 
stared into her eyes, he read the uneasiness there. 

He put out his hand to her. 

“Up you get,” he said. 

“Now where are we going?” she asked, taking Jeremy's 
hand and getting up on her feet. 

“I’m taking you to my home.” 

They crossed back over the Clapham Common North Side 
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road and walked up Cedars Road to the entrance to Jeremy’s 
house. Once through the door, they walked a couple of yards 
along the passage and then turned left. At the end of that 
passage was a lift. Upon entering the lift, Linda was surprised 
at how small it was. There was just enough room for the two 
of them if they stood very close to one another. 

Standing so close to Jeremy made her head swim. If you 
stand next to your brother or father or a friend, it can make you 
feel warm and secure. But when the person next to you is an 
attractive, magnetic man, whom you have already elevated to 
the position of an Adonis, it is quite a different story. This man 
had made her heart skip a beat the first time she saw him on 
television. And it certainly didn’t help that, in addition to it all, 
he was wearing a seductive fragrance by Christian Dior called 
Fahrenheit! 

Of course, Linda didn’t mind all this in the least. In fact, 
the scenario reminded her of a scene from the Twentieth 
Century-Fox film, How to Steal a Million, starring Audrey 
Hepburn and Peter O’Toole. In the movie, the two characters 
feel crowded and cramped in a museum broom closet until they 
realise their feelings for each other. Then there is all the room 
in the world in there. This was sort of like that scene, but only 
Linda knew about her feelings for Jeremy at this point. 
Standing so close to him in that lift, she just prayed that she 
wouldn’t pass out. She didn’t relish the idea of perhaps 
swooning right there on the spot. Besides, there wasn’t room 
for her to faint. But being that close to Jeremy Brett certainly 
took the chill out of that cool spring day! 

The lift took them to the top floor, and there was a flight 
of stairs to climb before they reached Jeremy’s front door. 
Once through that door, another flight of stairs faced them. 
Upon reaching the top of these steps, Jeremy’s home opened up 
into an L-shaped living room with high ceilings. To the right 
there was another large area that one could describe as the 
dining room, which housed a lot of books. Next to this area 
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was the kitchen—not a big one, but it had room enough for a 
breakfast bar and all the necessary appliances, Near the 
kitchen was a winding staircase, which led to two en suite 
bedrooms. 

Jeremy’s home was a fascinating place, not only in its 
structure but also in its décor. It was comfortably laid out and 
done with great taste. He could look out the windows and 
delight in the unobstructed views of Clapham Common and the 
city of London. From his dining-room window, there was a 
marvellous view of Big Ben. The walls of both dining room 
and living room were adorned with wonderful and interesting 
pictures that had been painted by Jeremy’s brother, Michael, 
and Jeremy’s son, David. 

Before Linda had time to digest more of his home, Jeremy 
took her to a small table in the living room. On this table was a 
small statue of Buddha, a crystal, a candle, some semi-precious 
stones, and a small framed photograph of his dog, Mr. Binks, 
who had passed away many years earlier and whom J eremy had 
nicknamed his “Hound of Heaven.” . 

“All these things are relatively worthless to anyone else,” 
Jeremy said, “but they mean a lot to me. When | meditate, 
which is usually at sunrise, I sit cross-legged on the chair next 
to the table. I like the table to be near me, as it helps me get 
into the right frame of mind for meditation more quickly.” 

From his desk Jeremy produced some incense sticks, 
Which he lit and placed on the table. He then sat crossed- 
legged on the floor. He bade Linda to do the same, but she had 
difficulty sitting cross-legged due to some hip-joint damage 
sustained during her run. So instead she knelt upon the floor 
facing him. He put out his hands to her and she gently put her 
hands in his. He then moved his hands so that only their 
fingertips touched. 

“Now, my darling, close your eyes, take a deep breath, and 
relax your body, Empty your mind of all thoughts.” 

That wasn’t going to be easy, especially under these 
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laxing the body wasn’t too difficult for her 
g the mind of all thoughts can be a tough 
re kneeling in front of someone you 
ho can make your heart flip just by 
d her best to empty her mind. 


circumstances. Re 
to do, but emptyin 
proposition when you 4 
find so attractive, one W 
arching an eyebrow! Linda di 
Well, most of it anyway. 


“Relax,” Jeremy said. “Relax.” l l 
His voice was quite hypnotic, so that in no time at all she 


felt calm and at ease. With the smell of the burning incense 
sticks and the serenity radiating from Jeremy, she began to feel 
a loosening between her spiritual self and her physical body. 
There was total peace in her being at that moment, and her 
mind seemed to float. The cares of the world melted away and 
the serenity was sublime. They both remained in this state for 
several minutes, enjoying the supreme relaxation that 
meditation can bring. It was Jeremy who broke the silence and 
brought Linda back to reality. They were still in their same 
positions, he sitting cross-legged across from her kneeling 
figure on the floor. 

Linda opened her eyes and saw Jeremy’s face smiling at 
her. 

“I am so relaxed!” she exclaimed. “Such peace. Thank 
you, Jeremy. It felt as if my mind were separate from my 
body.” 

She felt so at ease, so comfortable that she believed they 
could choose any subject for discussion and there would be no 
fear of judgment or criticism whatsoever. 

“Darling, you did it. All I did was remind you of the 
power you have. One must always remember that we are not 
merely made of skin and bone. We are spiritual beings who 
can achieve all we set out to do. All we have to do is believe in 
the truth of our existence. We were not put on this earth by 
chance and neither have we been put here simply to live and 
die. We are all on a wonderful journey of discovery. Not only 
to discover the joys and hardships of life, but to discover who 


The Fri 'ndship 
29 
wê really are,” 

“Jeremy, if all you say is truc, why doesn’t God make it 
easier for us? Why doesn’t He just tell us who we really are 
and have done with it?” io 

“Darling, where would the fun be in that, and 
all the new learning come from?” 

“Yes, Jeremy, life can be fun, but what about the terrible 
things that happen in life? Take, for instance, yourself, You 
lost your mother in a car accident and your wife to cancer, In 
my opinion, no one deserves these hardships.” 

“Lindy, 1 understand what you are saying; and yes, the 
hardship of those moments was almost too much to bear, but 
some good does come of it. One has a deeper insight and 
understanding of others because of it.” 

“Yes, that is so, maybe. But at what cost to yourself? 
Surely God could teach us about understanding in a much 
easier way. Why not show us a film about pain and hardship, 
laughter and joy?” 

“We see films now showing all those things. But once we 
leave the cinema, we soon forget what we saw. Why? Because 
we did not really experience those things for ourselves. To 
fully comprehend life’s lessons, we must endure the 
experiences ourselves.” 

“I’m not sure if I agree with that. When I see how people 
suffer at the loss of a loved one, I cannot see or understand the 
justification for it. During my run around Great Britain, | 
visited cancer wards and I saw children suffering not only the 
effects of the cancer but also the detrimental effects of the 
treatment as well. You can’t tell me that an innocent child 
suffering in that way is part of life’s lesson or the will of God. 
If it is, I must then ask what kind of God is in charge.” 

“What makes you think it is God’s choosing? Have you 
not thought that what happens to you is of your own choosing, 
your desire, your need to have a fuller understanding of all 
things? You make those choices because those are the lessons 
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+t understand why there is so much suffering in the world.” 
“Okay. Let me explain it to you another way,” Jeremy 
said patiently. “The more obstacles we overcome, the better 
we understand what others are enduring. We can’t be of much 
help to others if we don’t understand what they are going 
through. So life has its moments of pain and suffering because 
we choose to learn and understand certain things. Nothing is 
by chance. Although you may find it hard to believe, there is a 
plan and there is destiny, although everyone is free to choose 


his or her own path.” 
“Jeremy, if you say there is a plan, how can we be free to 


choose our own path? Surely if we go against the intended 
path, then won’t the plan fail?” 

“Darling, what I should have said was that there is more 
than one plan. Just as Jesus said, ‘In my Father’s house are 
many mansions,’ so are there many plans. Therefore, 
whichever path you choose, the destiny of that path has already 
been planned.” 

“If that is the case, then I’m not sure if we are really free. 
If whatever path we choose has a planned ending, then we are 
not really in control of our destiny.” 

“Sure we are. When I talked about plans, I did not tell you 
who made the plans.” 

“Well, surely God made them.” 

If God had to design all the plans for everyone who was 


treatme 
Jeremy roare 


her laugh, so she foun 


can 
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r born on earth, He would be working cyeriras 


eve hi pie AY 
gaid with that lusty, throaty laugh of his, Ea 
” «Well, who makes the plans then?” 
“You do. Everyone plans their own life” 
“well, now I know I am in need of help 
this life, there are several things I should have omined 
“Are you sure? Think back through your life. Do you no 
see how each moment was implicitly linked to the nz 


"yy 


on? 
She reflected on this for a bit and looked beck upon te 
life. It took her no time at all to see that he was right. Each 


kod 


event, even the bad moments, had prepared her for a f 
event. The bad event had made her stronger, better able to deal 
with future difficulties much more easily than she would have, 
had she not suffered through the event. 

As she sat deep in thought, she suddenly realised that 
Jeremy was talking to her. 

“Oh, Jeremy, I am so enjoying myself being here with you 
and talking about this mystical stuff.” 

“Mystical stuff! Is that what you call it?” he said, smiling. 
“There is nothing mystical in what we are talking about. Itis 
just not talked about often enough, and therefore people think it 
is mysterious.” 

Either it was the incense or the heady feeling she had from 
all the in-depth discussion, but right at the moment she felt as if 
she had been drinking all night and was at that moment 
suffering the effects of a hangover. She proceeded to leave the 
room and headed for the kitchen in search of a glass of water. 
Jeremy followed her. 

“It has been a long time since I have felt that relaxed and 
at peace,” she said. “And I have never found anyone with 
whom I could share my feelings so openly.” 

“Today is just the beginning,” Jeremy said. 

“You know, even at a very young age I had a deep feeling 
within me that I would eventually meet someone I had known 
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lifetimes. | now wonder if we walked together i 
ae „d patiently until the time would come ss 
dreams and waiteo pi 


, reunited 
„œ would be reul a | | 
B “Linda, | am sure you are right. I wonder how many times 


have travelled together, how many lifetimes we have 
whee together along the same road. Isn’t life wonderful, 
i ane And isn’t it wonderful that we have come together 
ne o learn new adventures? I wonder what this life has to 
each us?” 

ained in the kitchen for the rest of the day, 


They rem . | 7 
speaking about their feelings and philosophies and drinking 
gallons of coffee. She didn’t realise it then, but the kitchen 


would be the place for many hours of talk, fun, and laughter in 
the future. i n 

A few weeks later, Jeremy took Linda on a visit to Eton 
and Windsor. It was during this trip that she realised just how 
powerful Jeremy’s positive thinking was and just how earnestly 
he tried to live what he believed. Each moment with him 
always seemed to border on the uncanny. 

They had parked the car in Windsor and walked a fair way 
to Eton, where Jeremy showed her around parts of his old 
school and other places of interest. Finally the time came to 
return to the car and head back home. Jeremy had had enough 
walking and wanted to get a taxi back to where the car was 
parked. 

“Jeremy, you won’t get a taxi today,” Linda said. 

“Why not?” he asked. 
isi aae today is a holiday for the entire country; and 
besides, | can’t imagine there being a taxi out here where there 
is little call for one.” 

e taxi will come,” Jeremy said, with conviction in his 

Rath i ‘ 

er than wait for the taxi that she knew would never 


arrive, Linda offered to walk bac . 
back to Eton, and pick him a ren Gy herselt, dive 
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once again. 
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“No, Linda, I will not have you walkin 
especially when a taxi will come.” 

Jeremy then proceeded to walk across the roa 
in the middle of the street and stood waiting. Lin 
walked over to him, expecting to wait hours unti 
that no taxi would come. 

“The taxi is coming,” he said after a few seconds. 

She looked up and down the road. Not only did she not 
see a taxi, but there was hardly any traffic at all. But before 
she had a chance to say anything, a car came around the corner 
and Jeremy promptly waved it down. The car had no sign on it 
indicating that it was a taxi, but that didn’t deter Jeremy. 

“Could you give us a lift to Windsor High Street?” Jeremy 
asked. 

“Sure,” said the driver. “Hop in.” 

As they got in, Linda felt a little embarrassed that they had 
accosted the man and had gently coerced him into giving them 
aride. But before she could apologise, the driver spoke. 

“How did you know I was a taxi? I didn’t have my sign 
up, as I am off duty. But I’m more than happy to give you a 
lift. You’re lucky I was passing, as there are not many taxis out 
here today.” 

Jeremy simply turned to the man and casually answered. 

“Oh, it was just an instinctive feeling that a taxi would 
come.” Then he winked at Linda. 

“Instinctive,” she thought. “That has to be the 
understatement of all time. Jeremy knew all along it was 
coming. He must have willed it to come. Can he do that?” 

His ability to do just that was definitely evident in the 
future, as Linda would discover. The taxi at Eton was not an 
isolated incident, by any means. It happened many more times. 
And it soon became apparent to Linda that her relationship 
with Jeremy would be far from ordinary. It was like keeping 
company with Merlin of Arthurian legend, only Jeremy didn t 
have a white beard and didn’t carry a wand! But apart from the 


g back on your Own, 


d to an island 


da sighed and 
l he conceded 
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magic, there was the joy and laughter. Any pag pee 
no matter how mundane, was always an À e 
= penne at Tea Time, Linda got a fit of hiccups 
and, no matter what she did, she could not get rid of them. She 
tried discreetly holding her breath until she practically turned 
blue. She tried exhaling until there was no air left in her lungs, 
and she tried drinking water. Nothing worked. Jeremy, who 
seemed to find the whole situation amusing, decided that she 
needed some help and announced that he would get rid of the 
hiccups for her. 

“Right, darling; stand up,” Jeremy said, with some 
authority in his voice. 

“Jeremy, there are people in here. I can’t do what you ask. 
It’s embarrassing.” 

“So are hiccups. So stand up and don’t mind anyone else. 
Besides, there is no one in here anyway.” 

She looked around, and of course he had been right. 
Because she had become so engrossed in their conversation, 


Linda hadn’t noticed that all the people who had come into the 
café had left ages ago. 


So she stood up as asked. 
“Put your hands behind your back,” came the next 
command, “and close your eyes.” 


At this point Linda began to chuckle. Visions of romantic 


those old Bogart movies. She 
oing to say or do next. A kiss 


, but instead a glass of water was 
Placed to her lips. 


“Now when I pour the water, 
can. Do you understand?” 


Acts Jeremy, Is there anything else I need to do?” 
t this point, Jeremy must have sensed the thoughts that 


you must drink as fast as you 
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> going through her mind and answered ac 

iat sth as a ies of fact,” he said wi 

voice. “I want you to do exactly what | Say—and keep yourself 
under control.” 

“Yes, sweetheart.” 

“Also, when I lower the glass from your lips you must Stop 
drinking, but be ready as I will tip the glass up again for you to 
drink.” 

Before Linda could say another 
pour. The glass was tipped at an acute 
to come out quite rapidly, and she had 
up with the flow. Just as she though 
another drop and would have to let it p 
lowered the glass. 


She stood gasping, as if she were nearly drowning. Before 
she could compose herself or even speak, Jeremy tipped the 
glass again and once more she had to drink as quickly as she 
could. It was either that or be drenched from head to toe. J 
as she was about to pull away, Jeremy lowered the glass. 

“I didn’t know the way to get rid of hiccups was to drown 


oneself!” she said with a wry grin. “I hope this scheme will 
work after all this performance.” 


“It has worked already,” 
She opened her eyes, | 


minutes, and realised that he 
entirely, 


cordingly, 
th humour in his 


word, Jeremy began to 
angle, causing the water 
great difficulty keeping 
t she couldn’t swallow 
our on the floor, Jeremy 


ust 


came Jeremy’s reply. 
ooked around, waited a couple of 
was right. The hiccups were gone 


A similar fate occurred on a cou 
each t 


this 


ple of other occasions, and 
ime Jeremy’s method worked. To those willing to try 


method, Linda Suggests wearing a bathing suit, just in case! 


CHAPTER THREE 


The Revelation 


But the man who can most truly be accounted brave is he who 
best knows the meaning of what is sweet in life and of what is 
terrible, and then goes out undeterred to meet what is to come. 

—Pericles 


By this time it was 1992 and Jeremy, having finished filming 
The Eligible Bachelor at Granada Studios in Manchester, was 
ensconced back in his Clapham flat. There had been so many 
happy moments, so many days in the sun, that Linda could 
hardly have been prepared for what was to follow. 

It was on a bright, warm Saturday morning that Linda was 
going about her daily domestic tasks when the telephone rang. 
It was Jeremy. 

“Sorry we didn’t meet yesterday as we arranged it. I 
waited at Tea Time for you, and in the end I walked home.” He 
sounded hurt and disappointed. 

Linda was a bit stunned, for she hadn’t arranged to meet 
him. But before she could reply, he said good-bye and hung 
up. 

She just stood there, phone in hand, baffled at the whole 
thing. When she recovered, she attempted to call him back but 
there was no answer. She was truly taken aback, as she would 
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never have stood him up or let him down in any way. Again 
she tried to call but still there was no answer. After four or five 
attempts she gave up. Why would he hang up on her, then not 
answer when she called back? Thoughts of all Sorts raced 
through her mind. Was it a joke? A prank? She didn’t know 
everything about Jeremy, granted, but this didn’t seem like the 
kind of thing he would do for a laugh. She knew his humour to 
be impish, but not cruel. Yet if he had been serious, it made 
the incident all the more puzzling. She waited a bit, then tried 
to call again. No answer. Maybe he hadn’t rung her from his 
home. 

How long had he waited at Tea Time? Hours? And 
having waited hours for her, for a meeting of which she had no 
knowledge, what did he think of her then? She imagined him 
terminating his vigil at the tea shop and returning home hurt 
and disappointed. She rang him at home one more time, but 
without success. Finally giving up on the telephone, she 
decided to write him a letter. In her anxiety, she couldn’t wait 
for the post to deliver it so she drove to Clapham, taking the 
letter with her. She hastened up the front steps and rang the 
doorbell, but there was no answer. The only thing left to do 
was to put the letter in his letter box and hope he would see it 
soon, for she had asked him to call her right away. She waited 
for a day but no answer came. 

By this time Linda was very concerned. They had been 
having so much fun and so many enjoyable conversations. She 
just couldn’t imagine what was going on. So she penned 
another letter. In it she stated her surmise that there must have 
been some confusion about a meeting time between them. This 
time she wrote “URGENT” across the envelope, hoping that 
would elicit a response of some kind. But there was none. 
Little did she know that, even in her wildest dreams, she could 
never have deduced or even guessed what was wrong. 

Finally, on Monday morning, an event broke the tension: 
a telephone call to Linda’s home; her father took the message. 
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je was Joremy's brother, Patrick, He had read J 
and wits calling to inform her that Jeremy nti nda’, 
would probably contact her in a cou le 1Oopital but 
Unfortunately Patrick failed to say which hospi Of weeks, 

Linda was already anxious to see Jeremy 
news made her anxicly soar even more, Jn the back of 
mind, she sensed that something, was radically lag é pes 
he needed help. She knew that he had been unwell a s - 
the past, having read about it in the newspaper. So it cay » 
newspaper she turned to again, looking for the hos it 
which he had been taken. Her efforts did not go teenies 
There it was in bold print; Charter Clinic. When Jeremy 
suffered a breakdown after his wife, Joan, had died, he had 
been taken to this very clinic for treatment. Linda feared that 
he might be suffering from a recurrence. Her worried mind 
performed all the leaps of logic and illogic that occur when the 
facts are not known. 

She checked the telephone book and located the hospital’s 
phone number, but she agonised for a day as to whether or not 
she should call. After all, she wasn’t a member of the family; 
but she was a friend. Would she be intruding? She and Jeremy 
did have rather a close bond. But were they close enough for 
her to inquire into this very personal side of his life? Yet 
wouldn’t the fact that she cared so much justify at least a query 
by phone? And so the seesawing went on in her mind. It was 
Linda’s mother, Joan, who, upon witnessing her quandary, 
came up with the sage advice that those who nurture us seem to 
possess. 

“Why don’t you call? See if you can find out something,” 
she told her daughter. “At least that way you will know, one 
way or the other.” The wisdom of parents. 

But in her mind, Linda’s thoughts raced around at odds 
with each other. 

“They won’t let me speak to him anyway, because I’m not 
a relative,” was her first thought. Yet maybe she could at least 


Anda’ letter 


and this latest 
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» more than she knew right then, which was 


discover something 
pane Linda was still working as a courier, and her 
job took her all over the London area. Being a workday, she 
had to be on the job, so she decided she would call Charter 
Clinic during her lunch break. As fate would have it, she had a 
delivery that day near Chelsea, where the hospital was located. 
She figured that that would be a good place from which to 
phone; if she did get through to him, perhaps she would be able 

to see him as well. And she wanted to see him badly. 
Lunchtime arrived and found Linda in a phone box, 
dialling the hospital number. Would he be registered under his 
stage name, Brett, or his given name, Huggins? She decided to 
try Huggins first. Maybe they would deny that he was there 
e was. But if they even hesitated a second 


because of who h 
after her inquiry, she would know that he was there for certain. 


It was only moments until the operator answered the 


telephone. 
“Charter Clinic.” 
“May I speak to Mr. Peter Huggins, please?” 
There was about a five-second hesitation. 
“Who’s speaking, please?” came the delayed reply. 
“My name is Linda Pritchard, and I am a very close friend 


of Mr. Huggins.” 
“Could you hold on, please?” 
There was another slight delay. 
“He must be there,” Linda thought, “or they would have 


told me straight away.” 
The next thing she knew, she heard Jeremy’s voice. 


“Hello?” 

His voice sounded weak, strained. Distant, as if in some 
faraway land. 

“Jeremy. This is Linda.” 


“Hello!” 
“Oh, Jeremy. I’ve been so worried about you!” 
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“]’m okay, darling.” 

Famous last words. As Linda got to know Je 
years ahead, she would come to realise that he w 
was okay if he were hanging off a 900- 
rope! 

Linda was not convinced. 

“May I. . . shall I come and see you?” 

“No, darling. I don’t want you to see me like this.” 

Like this? Like what? What in the world was wrong? 

“Jeremy, I don’t care what condition you’re in. I feel | 
must; I need to see you.” 

“Well, where are you?” he asked. 

“Just down the road, not far. I’ve got something for you, 
anyway.” They were some little gifts she had bought for him 
before all this happened. 

“Well, I would still prefer you didn’t see me.” 

Linda didn’t want to push or insist, so she acquiesced. 

“Okay. I’ll leave the gifts at reception, if I may.” 

Her response was met with a few seconds of silence on the 
other end. 

Vulnerability is a two-edged sword. Not wanting anyone 
to see us in a weakened state is pride at its best, but our inner 
soul cries out for help and companionship at those very times. 
It isn’t difficult to speculate that perhaps it was daily loneliness 
and dismal thoughts that ate away at him during his stay at 
Charter, and that all of this was stronger than pride. Add to this 
the fact that he missed Linda’s company terribly, and you begin 
to see resolve weaken, resistance melt away. At any rate, he 
changed his mind. 

“Oh, darling!” he said. “Do come and see me 

When Linda arrived at the hospital, she was led through 
the ominous security doors. She hadn’t really heard the audible 
release mechanism when the doors opened, but she heard that 
distinct click when they closed. Dear God! He was like a 
prisoner. 


remy in the 
ould say he 
foot precipice Without a 


1? 
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ked in. Confined. And his release in the hands o¢ 
aie ` That would be enough to unnerve a healthy 
someone else. i 
a staff member directed her to Jeremy’s room 


At any rate, a i 
and in she walked, not knowing what to expect. l 
i The room was well lit but rather austere in décor. She 


uicklv looked around and there he was. Sitting in a chair, 
ie in hand, head bowed, eyes staring into space, looking 
lost and forlom. Heart pounding, stomach churning, Linda 


alke him. 
took a deep breath and walked up to 
“Jeremy, I was so scared. I’ve been so worried about 


mnl? 

e could tell that he was very touched by her words. 
They hugged each other for several moments, and when they 
broke apart Linda spoke. 

“What’s wrong, Jeremy? Why are you here?” 

He tried to explain it to her but it was an odd dissertation. 
Even though it made sense in a way, the words were strange. 
He spoke of things that she had never heard of before. And 
when he began to relate what he was feeling, it became even 
more ofa puzzle. None of it explained why he was there. 

“Oh, Jeremy!” she thought, her mind swirling with 
thoughts of the most horrible maladies possible. How did this 
happen to him? And when? And for heaven’s sake, what in 
the world was wrong with him? A million questions. 

She sat with him for as long as was permissible and then 
reluctantly prepared to leave, but not before promising him that 
she would come back the next day. She looked around the 
room one last time, then left him to his cigarette, his chair, and 
his vacant stare into space. 

Linda walked out of those security doors that might just as 
well have imprisoned her, for her spirit was in utter despair. It 
was not knowing what was wrong with him that ate at her, 
gnawed at her, gave her that lump in the pit of her stomach. He 
Just wasn’t the same Jeremy whom she had come to know and 
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love: . ps l 
True to her promise, she visited him again the next d 
ay. 


This time he was just shuffling around, listlessly, His ic 
were slow, his speech slurred, his demeanour that of ane on 
had been heavily drugged, but not to the point of losi y 
consciousness. This was worse than the day before, 

“My God! What’s wrong with him?” she thought 

He spoke strangely again, of things foreign to har Sh 

; . She 
didn’t even think to ask the nurse any of her questions. She 
had assumed early on and somewhat erringly that, because she 
was not a family member, she would certainly not be privy to 
any of the medical information available. 

This time, when Linda got home she began checking 
through some of her medical books, looking up the symptoms 
she had witnessed in Jeremy. At first she thought that he had 
Parkinson’s disease. The involuntary twitches she had seen 
during her visit, the lapses in train of thought and memory, all 
pointed in that direction. She read farther but couldn’t really 
satisfy herself as to its being any single malady. . 

The next day Linda went back to the hospital and this time 
went straight to the nurse with her questions. She considered 
the possibility of a rebuff, but she had to take that chance. Not 
knowing was killing her. 

“Is there something you’re not telling Jeremy, or 
something you’re not willing to—?” 

“Why?” asked the nurse. 

“Has Jeremy got Parkinson’s disease?” 

“Come with me,” said the nurse. She sat Linda down and 
began to explain. 

“The drugs being given to Jeremy cause symptoms like 
those of Parkinson’s disease.” 

“What are these drugs? Why is he on these drugs?” 

“They’re used to treat manic depression.” 

“Manic depression?” 

“It’s a mental illness.” 


sing 
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‘aq Manic depression? It Sounded 

ae nd farsa Jeremy in the condition he was jin 
ae she had visited, it seemed as if the treatment 

the secon A the ailment. Poor Jeremy! How long had he 
was as bad ae problem? All his life? Was it curable? Aq 
suffered from that she had to help somehow. She resolved to 
she knew ee much as she could possibly discover about the 


now more, ! 
eat which would allow her to offer some help in an 


i i nner. 
intelligent and constructive ma . 
as on that very day that her quest for education became 


a relentless pursuit. Linda scoured the bookstores and libraries 
in an effort to learn more about the disease, but there were very 
little data available on the subject. A definition here, a case 
history there, but answers? The how-to-cure, how-to-cope 
portion of the recipe was glaringly absent. Her eagerness to 
help Jeremy was acute, but the meagre amount of information 
she did find was totally inadequate. Ultimately she determined 
that the best thing she could do at the time was just to be with 
him, be there for him. But there was one area in which she was 
able to help immensely. 

Linda visited Jeremy every day, and during the course of 
her visits he expressed to her his concern about the state of his 
flat. He told her that the cleaning lady had left abruptly, and 
now he would have to engage a new housekeeper. Linda 
picked up this subtle hint and volunteered to clean it for him. 
At least she could help in this way, she thought. Jeremy readily 
agreed and gave her the keys to the flat. This arrangement was 
eventually to become a permanent one. 

As her visits continued, Linda gradually adjusted to his 
condition somewhat. She was able to speak more comfortably 
with him, but her understanding of the disease was still not 
adequate. What she was learning about MD was accomplished 
a more than anything else. And its related 

a en’ta Heavy and oppressive, it seemed. 

8 one of Linda’s visits, she was still present when 


horrible. 
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the psychiatrist came to it nae in his room. Jeremy wanted to 

et out of the clinic and voiced his desires openly, in a p 
randiose manner. The psychiatrist’s response was beer 
the patient wanted to hear, and Jeremy mumbled winn 
obscenities, something about the conditions of the rines 
birth being in great question. Needless to say, the nrenein 
was none too pleased with the slur. ` j 

“Mr. Brett. It’s remarks like that that make me feel you 
should remain ın the clinic.’ 

Unfortunately Jeremy voiced his opinions again, and the 
second time was not much better than the first. Linda was 
making a concerted effort not to laugh at the whole incident. 
After Jeremy’s second outburst the doctor left, and Linda 
looked at Jeremy, only to find a grin on his face! 

“Jeremy, you should not have said that to the psychiatrist.” 

“Well, it’s true. I wouldn’t be in this mess if it wasn’t for 
the pack of them.” 

This may have come from the mouth of a manic- 
depression victim, but regardless of Jeremy’s condition Linda 
admired his pluckiness. In fact, she would admire his pluck 
more than once during his stay at Charter. 

Jeremy’s sojourn in hospital was not entirely bleak. He 
managed to have a little fun despite the illness. In his own 
inimitable way, he somehow managed to discover one bit of 
news that provided him with a laugh and some well-deserved 
satisfaction. The psychiatrist was an ardent fan of Elizabeth 
Taylor. Given a few boring days in hospital, some patients 
become rather inventive in order to wile away the time, but 
what Jeremy came up with was quite definitely singular. 

He had an account with a particular floral shop in London, 
so one day, after hearing about the psychiatrist's interest in Liz, 
Jeremy phoned the florist and put in an order. Would he send a 
floral bouquet to Jeremy at the hospital, please, and enclose the 
following message: 


ae The Jeremy Brett Linda Pritchard Story 
> . 


a > : y IA ` nv 
To Darling Jeremy, 
You are wonderful and are always 
in my thoughts. 
Love from Liz 


Now it should be noted that this was not just a puny floral 
display that Jeremy had ordered; the bouquet had cost close to 


£100 and was a full metre wide! . | 
When the flowers arrived, Jeremy put them in a flattering 


light in the room and then proceeded to wait with glee for the 
psychiatrist’s next visit. Of course, when the doctor eventually 
showed up, he inquired about the flowers. 

“Who are these from?” 

“Liz.” 

“Liz who?” 

“Liz Taylor. We’re very close, you know.” 

The doctor was extremely sceptical and stated that fact. 


This was what Jeremy had been waiting for. He whipped out 


the card and handed it to the psychiatrist. 


“Here. Read the card.” 
Well, the doctor was convinced and probably even a bit 


envious. Jeremy had his satisfaction and from then on basked 
in the great deal of respect he was to receive as a result. 

There was, indeed, a humorous side to the MD coin, but of 
course a coin has two sides, and at this point Linda had no 
concept of what was in store on the flip side. 

About a week after she had been visiting him in the clinic, 
out of the blue Jeremy handed her a £150 cheque for what he 
said was compensation for looking after him, and to help pay 
for the petrol used for her visits. He told her that he was aware 
that she was only hanging about him because she wanted 
something. Needless to say, Linda was in shock. Before she 
could hand back the cheque or utter any words of protest, 
Jeremy left the room. She was angry and hurt, and her first 
reaction was to tear the cheque to bits and fling it on his bed. 
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Rut she didn’t want to create a scene or, worse 
Jeremy worse off than he already was, so she yet, make 


l 
The very next day, her demeanour a a 


enned a sincere and candid letter to Jeremy, enclosi 
£150 cheque. Her comments were polite but diret osing the 


ittle cooler, she 


October 30, 1992 


Dearest Jeremy, 


The cheque for £150 was a wonderful gesture, but it 
is one I cannot accept. (Please bear with me as I 
explain.) 


Jeremy, you are the most warm, kind, and sensitive 
person I know, and for that reason and that reason 
only, I care enormously for you. (If you were Jeremy 
Brett the road sweeper instead of Jeremy Brett the 
actor, I would think no less of you.) l 


I am not with you for what I can get out of you, as you 
so bluntly put it yesterday. 


As the years have gone by since we first met, I have 
grown more fond of you. But your comments 
yesterday have hurt me deeply. Had you been 
anywhere else other than this hospital, I would have 
walked out and you would never have seen me again. 


Jeremy, I want NOTHING from you. All the help I 
have given you this week was nothing more than one 
loving friend would do for another. Please, don’t see 
my help as something that has to be bought and paid 
for, but as an act of friendship and love. Your offer 
of £150 has in a way offended me. 


The Jeremy Brett-Linda Pritchard Story 


is about caring. It is about joy in each 
e É did what I wanted to do. I did it 
o . . 
because it feels good to give. 


don’t feel awkward about asking people for 
no better feeling in the world than 
her; and by allowing people to help 
ing them to experience the most 


Jeremy, 
help. There 1s 
giving help to anot 
you, you are help 
wonderful feeling of all. 


Jeremy, my precious and loving friend, if you still feel 
angry with me for not accepting your gift, maybe we 
can come to a compromise. In return for the £150 
cheque could I have 150 (at least) hugs and kisses . . . 


please? 


As long as you need me, I will always be here for you. 
Linda 


How could she possibly know that Jeremy was operating 
out of his illness with that cheque, not out of his normal 
‘suai It would take some time, but she would learn 

rougn her continued exposure to these stran i ical 
i e and d 
episodes, to separate the illness from the man ° a 


e clinic for about three weeks. After 
Clinic, Linda returned with him to his 


f at all w 
feeling the effects of the Bee i from well. He was still 


been released he wasn’t fully 
depressive episode that had sent 


“Look, it isn’t ri 


ght that : 
now, especially just c you live here 


: on yo ° 
oming out of the clinic. your own right 


Let me Stay for a 


M —— 
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while, so that I may take care of you and See to the ne 
like the cleaning, the shopping, all the daily things, w 
recover,” she told him. What she didn’t say w 
feel more confident about facing the world a 
able to function normally again.” 

He thanked her but declined. Jerem 
family, trying to spare them the worry of | 
led him to conclude that it would be bes 
spent some time at a health farm. Linda 
this decision because she surmised that 
farm would be aware of his condition, le 
deal with it. 

“Surely, your family would like you to be closer to them, 
Jeremy.” 

“I used to go to a health farm. I think PI] go there again. 
They can always contact me there.” It was his son David and 
his brothers and family whom he didn’t want to upset. They 
had always been there for him in the past, and he didn’t want to 
burden them yet again with the chronic illness that plagued 
him. Linda discovered only much later that Jeremy had given 
out messages to family and friends that he was fine, that the 
health-farm visit would only be for a well-earned rest. 

“Will these people at the health farm be able to take care 
of you?” 

‘Tm sure they will, darling,” he said. l 

“Jeremy, I still wish I could stay with you, be with you. 
We’ve gone through this experience together, and Pd like 7 
carry on helping you.” She would have had to give up her 
to care for him, but that was of no consequence. She cou 
always get another job but she couldn’t get another Jeremy— 
the very words that she would say to him later on. | 

“I think it’s best all around, for my family’s sake, phi’ 
I’ve put them through another devastating Oe paces 
might help them to relax a bit if they know w A endins 

'™m at a health farm, being taken care of by the 


cessities 
hile you 
as, “until you 
gain, until you are 


y’s concern for his 
how he would cope, 
t for everyone if he 
felt very uneasy with 
no one at the health 
t alone know how to 
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there. I will just take a long rest, through Christmas and the 
New Year.” ; 

t that he would be fine at the health 


Jeremy truly though l f 
farm, and that he was doing the right thing for everyone, 


including himself, by going there. Eaa 
But Linda didn’t share his view. She felt that his going to 


the health farm would put him adrift in a sea of rest and 
relaxation, but amongst people who knew nothing of his illness. 
She was also concerned about the high dosage of medication he 
was taking and felt that he should be nearer home so that his 
GP could monitor his condition. 

When Linda voiced her concern about his care, Jeremy 
informed her that his regular London GP would be gone on 
holiday through Christmas, but he assured her that he would 
contact a local doctor near the health farm after he arrived. In 
reality, the London GP had seen Jeremy before he left on his 
holiday. He had told him to stay on the same dosage of 
medication, but that he should contact the assigned substitute 
GP in a week. Jeremy never did. And Linda knew nothing of 


this. 
“Well, what about your medication, Jeremy? Surely that 


should be sorted out as time goes on.” 

“Oh, don’t worry about that, darling. I'll get a doctor to 
come in and see me, right there at the health farm.” 

Linda wasn’t reassured by any means. There are times in 
life when one is forced to take away a loved one’s decision- 
making power because he or she is no longer mentally capable 
of utilising it, as in the horrific disability of Alzheimer’s 
disease. Or if a person suffering from physical helplessness 
requires such intervention, a loved one can take over the daily 
responsibilities of that life. But this was neither of these 
situations, as Linda recognised. In her own mind, she 
questioned the choice that Jeremy had made and especially his 
present capability for making such a choice, but he stuck by his 
decision in a gentle yet determined way. And she did fully 
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comprehend his concern for his family, SO in the end she 
reluctantly gave up trying to convince him to Stay. 

Jeremy went off to the health far 
her job as courier for the photographic 
of every day she thought about him. 
he getting better or worse? Just befo 
asked him to keep in touch and he a 
consisted of two phone calls, one h 
the health farm and the other a wee 
for two weeks. 


m and Linda returned to 
company. Every minute 
How was he doing? Was 
re he left for the farm, she 
greed that he would. This 
€ made upon his arrival at 
k later. Then all was silent 


CHAPTER FOUR 


The Commitment 


And, lo, I am with you alway, even 
unto the end of the world. 
—Matthew 28:20 


It was while Jeremy was away that Linda redoubled her efforts 
to seek out more information about manic depression. She 
grew discouraged in her search, as it availed little more than 
she had already unearthed. 

But these are the times—desperate times—when the 
Almighty so wisely but subtly puts those people in our path 
whom we are in need of the most, and this occasion was no 
exception. Fortunately Linda’s friend Claire knew someone 
who possessed a keen knowledge of manic depression. The 
lady shall be called Anne (although this is not her true name; 
she has requested that her identity remain anonymous), and she 
had had some experience in taking care of people who suffered 
from this illness. When Claire told her of Linda’s early efforts 
to care for her suffering friend, Anne told her that she was 
available to help in any way she could. In her eagerness to 
leam more, Linda telephoned Anne without hesitation. She 
discovered that Anne already knew Jeremy’s family, oe 
lived in Berkswell when she was a youngster. Of course, W1 
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the age difference Anne was still only a child when Jer 
embarked on his acting career, but she knew his parents ene 
loved them dearly. Linda discovered that Claire was Hoh 
Anne knew a lot about manic depression. ? 
Over the next two weeks, Anne was able to explain much 
to Linda about the illness from which Jeremy suffered. Linda 
told her of the symptoms she had witnessed, and Anne told her 
that they were typical for that malady. Sometimes the sufferer 
will say things he doesn’t mean, and the hard part is picking up 
the pieces afterward. The sufferer knows that he has said 
things he shouldn’t have said, upsetting other people and 
especially loved ones. Anne related the fact that severe mood 
swings attack the victims, that the manic highs are so high that 
sleep is not essential but furious activity is. Just as critical are 
the depressive lows that erode self-esteem and self-confidence, 
creating suicidal thoughts in a mind where no such thoughts 


would ever have resided otherwise. Linda absorbed it all, 
noting each piece of this incredible but unfinished jigsaw 
puzzle that she had encountered. 

Much later in their relationship she would improve her 


ability to separate the disease from the man, to view it as the 
unwelcome and devastating intruder it really was. Here was a 


kindly human being who only wanted to do the best he could in 
life, an asset to iled and victimised by an 


humanity being assai 
overpowering force that Linda had come to hate. 
At one particular time, Anne was pointedly c 


Linda. 
“If you take this on, i 


endure in your whole life. 
attacks the victim but vexes 


waste all who fall in its wake. 
devastating to the soul; but the real agony that lurks beneath the 


surface of it all is, for the sufferer, the inability to drive it out; 
for those around him, the desperate feeling of helplessness and 
alienation. Are you sure you want to play this hand? 


andid with 


t will be the hardest thing you’ll ever 
It is a cruel malady that not only 
the concerned loved ones, laying 
It is taxing to the spirit and 
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What a terrifying revelation this was, even for the stout of 
heart. But by this time there was really no other choice for 
Linda, not if she were completely honest with herself She had 
crossed the point of no return. For some time she had known 
how much she loved Jeremy, more than she had ever thought 
herself capable. For her there was truly no question what- 
soever about her part in the matter. She had joined the ranks of 
those concerned loved ones, and there could be no going back. 

In her eyes, this illness was not a condition brought about 
by choice on Jeremy’s part. He was an unwilling victim in this 
larger-than-life drama. Difficult as it might be to be around 
him when he was suffering, it would be more hellish to be 
away from him, constantly assailed by worry for his welfare. 
Linda was willing to do whatever she could for him. No matter 
how difficult the problems, she wanted to be there—with him, 
for him. Unknown to either of them at the time, this was the 
beginning of what would be the longest, most arduous journey 
either of them would ever embark upon. . 

At first her naiveté about the illness shielded her from any 
forehand knowledge of what it would be like to stand by his 
side during the really bad times. But as time went on and she 
faced each of those bad times, shoulder to shoulder with this 
brave man, her naiveté was replaced by steadfast deter- 
mination, and his courage fed her strength. 

As she was yet to discover, however, all the knowledge 
that she would acquire about the disease never could have 
prepared her sufficiently for the changes she would witness in 
this man when he was affected most severely. The real Jeremy 
she had come to know was sensitive and compassionate, full of 
feeling for others, never saying or doing anything to hurt 
anyone deliberately. He was jolly and playful, a positive 
thinker with a marvellous philosophy on life, a joy to be 
around. His effervescence rubbed off on others and infused 
them with the same joy and playfulness. People wanted to be 
around him because he made them feel so good about 
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themselves. But when the disease took hold of him, when the 
demon was loosed inside his mind, taking charge of thought 
word, and deed, it transformed him into an unrecognisable Mr. 
Hyde for as long as the dark force held reign. No longer the 
gallant and golden-hearted gentleman, he would become edgy, 
impatient, snappy of tongue, saying hurtful things, crushing 
haracter for him. He would get up abruptly 


things, so out of c 
and walk out in the middle of dinner at a restaurant, leaving 
friends to speculate about what they had said or done to offend 


him. How could they understand the behaviour when they 


didn’t understand the disease? 
One of the characteristics of 
Linda discovered later, was impatience, 
tions about how he was feeling. This came fro 
having his condition noticed. He would go to great lengths to 
act normal and could sustain that facade successfully for brief 
periods of time. Because of this, most people couldn’t discern 
when Jeremy was having an episode. He could shoot a scene 
as Sherlock Holmes with complete control, but could then go 


absolutely manic or sink into depression when the camera 


stopped. 
It was unfortunate, but because Jeremy could sustain a 
ds of time and get through his 


normal appearance for brief perio 
e suffered from the disease 


filming intervals, it appeared that h 
only between filming stints. This led an unsuspecting press and 


public to speculate that he was all right as long as he was 
working but wou c-depression episode during 


his hiatus from fil ed to even further erroneous 
assumptions that it was the role of Sherlock Holmes that was 
driving him into his illness, that he was becoming Sherlock 
Holmes, that he was losing himself, as it were, in the dark and 
moody character of Conan Doyle’s detective. Granted, the role 
of Sherlock Holmes was a demanding one, but it was not the 
role or the character that chewed Jeremy up and spit him out. 
Manic depression was on his doorstep long before the 


his manic-depressive states, 
especially with ques- 
m a fear of 


Id go into a mani 
ming. And this | 
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oppo rtunity to play Sir Arthur's sleuth showed up. 
Exposure to someone suffering with this condition t 
severe toll on the sanest of people. There were 
Linda thought that he would get better and that she would be 
the one who ended up in hospital. She came close to a 
breakdown of sorts herself before Claire introduced her to 
Anne. Armed with knowledge about the disease didn’t make it 
easier to bear but helped in some ways to fortify the mind and 
soul against the onslaught of hurt and despair. You bear the 
brunt of the worst for as long as you can hold out, then excuse 
yourself so that you can barricade yourself in the bathroom, cry 
your eyes out, and get some blessed relief. Then you clean 
yourself up, put on a brave smile, and enter the fray once again. 
Linda knew that she had to hold on and maintain in order to be 
strong enough for him to lean on during those awful times. If 
she caved in, they were both lost. It was tough. Really tough. 
Anne was the only person to whom she could really turn for 
help. So few others really understood the disease. 


akes a 
times when 


By this time Jeremy had been down in Grayshott Hall in Surrey 
for three weeks, and Linda had heard nothing from him for the 
last two. She couldn’t wait any longer and took it upon herself 
to phone him. In fact she called him at the health farm several 
times and each time got the message that he was not available 
or away swimming. If he’s away swimming, she thought, he 
must be okay. Participating in physical activity amongst the 
throng is not very indicative of depressed or manic behaviour, 
or so she thought. 

But she persisted in her phone calls and, finally one day, 
she got through to him. 

“How are you feeling?” she asked. 

“Well, darling, well.” , rer thai 

His voice didn’t sound right, and that little harbinger . 
resides in our inner recesses, sometimes referred to as intuition, 
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told her that something was wrong. 
“How is the medication working?” was her next question. 


“I’m still taking it.” 
“The full dose? You mean the doctor hasn’t reduced the 


amount yet?” 
“I had the local doctor here yesterday, darling, and he said 


the dose was fine.” 
It was much later that Linda found out from Jeremy that 


even the receptionist at the health farm had expressed her 


concern to him. 
“I don’t think those tablets are doing you any good, Mr. 


Brett.” 
In truth, Jeremy’s condition had worsened, and Linda had 
become alerted just listening to him speak on the phone. 

“Why don’t you ring your London GP?” 

“My GP is away on holiday.” 

“Are you sure he’s still away?” Her concern level was 
steadily rising. 

“Look, darling, everything is fine. Don’t worry yourself.” 
There was agitation in his voice, which she recognised 
immediately. 

“I do worry. Could I come and see you?” 

“No. I don’t want you here. I have friends visiting me and 


I’m okay.” 

Hearing the bite in those words, she became really 
concerned. Not only was Jeremy’s tone not ringing true, but 
his manner was different. Yet what could she do? Their 
friendship had not yet developed to the point where she could 
take control over things as a sister or wife could. She was in 


such a sensitive zone. 
She took some consolation in the fact that if friends were 


visiting, they would surely realise whether or not something 
was wrong. Wouldn’t they? She wasn’t yet completely aware 
of just how normal Jeremy could act in front of those he wished 


to convince of his imaginary wellness. 
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Maybe she was overreacting and everything reall 
fine. She hoped so, but that intuition inside a still in 
about. Ut poking 


Nature and her seasons always seem oblivi 

condition and roll on regardless of aa PERI aims 
at any given moment. Winter, of course, brings the holid 
and Christmas would soon be peeking its head ene ts 
corner. Linda decided to go to Grayshott Hall and ing 
Jeremy his Christmas present. Not being sure exactly where 
the health farm was located, and with snow and ice covering 
the roads, she set off on a cold winter’s day and finally, after an 
hour and a half, arrived at her destination. She parked the car 
and went into the building. 

Linda approached the reception desk and when she asked 
to see sp = receptionist called his room. Her next words 
came as a real blow. 

“I’m sorry, Mr. Brett doesn’t want to see you. He’s 
resting.” 

Linda was devastated. “Mr. Brett doesn’t want to see 
you” had more ice in it than the roads she had travelled to see 
him. And she was angry, too! Couldn’t he give her just a 
minute of his time? She left the present at the reception desk 
and left the building, despondent and hurt. She was not 
remembering Anne’s words, and even if she had it was too 
soon, too early in her dealing with this disease, for those words 
to have had the strength to cut through the emotions she felt 
right at this moment. She hadn’t yet completely learned to 

i from the man. ; 
ae ee home, the dilemma tossed ka 
about like a tennis ball. Intuition kept nagging, ae sat 
something was wrong. But if Jeremy refused to chai 5 
could she do? She assumed that his family and friends 


; thing would be 
contact with him; if anything were rong, something \ 


g humanity 
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done. If his behaviour was bizarre, the health farm would have 
been alerted and, again, something would be done. This eased 
her mind somewhat, but she still wasn’t totally at peace. 

Linda spent Christmas with her family and continued to 
pray for Jeremy’s well-being. She had prayed about things 
before, but never anything like this. Not too much on this earth 
is as difficult as leaving the controls in the hands of the 
Almighty, especially for the crucial events that befall us. But 
this she had to do, for she heard nothing more from Surrey. 

A few days after the holidays, the phone rang. It was 
Jeremy. 

“Linda, thank you for the present. I’m sorry I haven’t 
been in touch, but I spent Christmas at Penelope Keith’s.” 

Penelope was a longtime friend of Jeremy’s; they had 
starred together in a television play, On Approval. 

How does one respond to this? Relief to hear his voice is 
the first reaction, but resentment over what appears to be 
insensitivity on his part soon takes over. Didn’t he know that 
she had been worried about him? 

“Did you enjoy yourself, Jeremy?” 

“Not really, darling. I had to leave early as I didn’t feel 
well.” 

Her heart did a somersault. Her intuition had been right 
on target. He had been unwell, 

“Jeremy, I think it’s time you came home and made an 
appointment to see your doctor,” 

“Fm sure he is still away on holiday and I do have the 
local doctor coming in to check on me, so I will stay here for a 
bit longer,” 

“Jeremy, that is not a good idea. You have Stayed away 
long enough, It is time you came home,” 

“I don’t feel well enough to make the effort to come back, 
PII stay here until I feel a little better.” 


This was the time to be firm Acceptable or not, correct 
or not, this was the time 
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“No, Jeremy, you must come home now and see your 
doctor,” she insisted with raised voice. 

“Look, Linda, I’m too tired to do anything. Why don’t 
you phone my doctor?” 

Waves of relief flooded over her. At last some authority 
to do something. 

“I will phone him now, Jeremy, and will get back to you 
straightaway.” 

She was on the phone in record time, insisting that 
Jeremy’s doctor give him an appointment for the next day, and 
that he did. Now all she had to do was to get Jeremy back to 
London. No small task, that. She phoned him and told him of 
his doctor’s appointment and offered to drive to Surrey to fetch 
him. It took about three or four phone calls throughout the day 
to convince him. Finally she won out and he agreed. But he 
refused her offer to come fetch him from Surrey, saying that he 
would get his nearby taxi-driver friend to drive him home. 

The next day, Linda went to Jeremy’s flat to await his 
arrival. When time marched on into the afternoon, she grew 
concerned. Did he truly leave the health farm as he had 
promised he would? Had he managed to get his taxi-driver 
friend to bring him home? Before her mind could lead her on 
too wild a chase, the phone rang. It was Jeremy’s doctor. 

“You should know that I have Jeremy with me here now.” 

The feeling of relief was overwhelming, but its effects 
were short-lived. The doctor proceeded with the conversation. 

“I am very concerned about Jeremy,” he continued. “I 
want him to go back to Charter Clinic, but he has refused. 
Therefore I have made an appointment for him to see his 
psychiatrist later today, and I will make it a point to be in 
attendance also. In the meantime, may I ask that you take care 
of him until then?” 

“Of course,” Linda replied, her level of concern doubling 
yet again. “What is wrong? He was relatively stable before he 
left for the health farm, so what is wrong?” 
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“J am not sure at this stage, but we will know something 
later.” 
one as fear began to gnaw at her mind. 


She hung up the ph 
Within an hour, the buzzer of the entry phone rang. It was 


Jeremy’s friend, the taxi driver. 
“Jeremy is here with me, but he will need your help when 
he gets out of the lift.” 
My God! What is 
he? 
“Yes, of course. l will b 
Her anxiety was so gre 
stilled, for she couldn’t even 


happening to this man? How bad off is 


e waiting for him.” 
at that even her imagination was 
begin to conceive what state he 


might be in. Heart pounding, she waited by the lift. When the 
lift door opened Jeremy fell into her arms, not as a suitor after a 
prolonged absence from his love, but as the ailing and fragile 
man he had steadily become over the last two months. Linda 
didn’t have time to indulge the shock and dismay that befell her 
upon seeing him. She hid her emotions and attended to the task 
at hand. He was hardly able to stand, so she put her arm 
around his waist to support him and told him to put his arm 
around her shoulder for added support. Somehow this five- 
foot-two-inch woman, who from a former injury had a metal 
plate in her own arm, conjured up the strength from God knows 
where to support his full thirteen-stone weight and guide him 
up the stairs into his home. She sat him in the nearest chair, 
and it was only then that she was able to get a good look at 


him. 
That healthy six-foot-two-inch physique that had once 
bolled and traipsed over rock 


filled an ulster, that had once gam 
and crag as the agile and indomitable Sherlock Holmes, was at 
that moment almost a shattered hulk, sitting there crumpled up 


in a chair. He looked emaciated, worn out, and appeared to 
have aged twenty years since the last time she had seen him. 


“Jeremy, would you like a cup of tea?” 
“That would be wonderful, darling,” he managed to reply. 
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gven his voice was weak. l 
Linda went into the kitchen, put the kettle on to boil, and 
jet the tears flow freely down her cheeks. T 


hey were tears of 
sadness, yes, but they were tears of anger, t 


ti 00. Why had this 
happened? Couldn’t it have been prevented? The two emo- 


tions raged within her. It was hard not to lash out and blame 
God, the medical profession, or just about anyone. Was there 
no compassion anywhere in the universe for this man who 
suffered intolerably and struggled to survive in spite of all] 
these seemingly insurmountable odds? Was there no help 
anywhere? No cure for him? No respite whatsoever? 


Her silent questions were quelled by the sound of the 
boiling water, and she was jolted back to the kitchen in 
Clapham and the task at hand. Inconspicuously she wiped the 
tears from her face and prepared the tea. With grim 
determination, she gained control of herself and brought the tea 
to Jeremy. As he reached for the cup and saucer his hand 
shook uncontrollably, so she set his tea down beside him. He 
lowered his head toward the cup and sipped slowly. 

As she watched him sip his tea, her head was full of 
prayers, anger, and a feeling of helplessness. She implored 
God to please help this man. Nothing on this earth seemed to 
be helping him. It takes the power of God to exorcise a demon, 
and she called upon Him right then to please do so. 

It’s extremely difficult not to be angry with God or at least 
blame Him for nonintervention when you watch a loved one 
suffer. When the meek and the weak are victimised, we are 
Outraged. When it happens to someone strong, we are equally 
Outraged and ask why. We can avoid blaming God, but only, it 
seems, if we can explain the situation to our own satisfaction. 
Linda looked upon Jeremy as the most near-perfect ane 
being she had ever encountered. In her eyes, his level à 
development was leaps and bounds above that of the pispa 
person. He had keen insight, a magnanimous heart, i cad 
Outlook that came from inner strength. And he was bies 
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with a terrific sense of humour. Why had he been given this 
ungodly burden to bear? 

It is difficult not to question God’s ways, but in the end we 
usually come to the one ultimate conclusion: we do not yet 
have all the facts. We seek and we find, but we still do not 
have all the facts from which to draw our conclusion. What did 
Sherlock Holmes say to Dr. Watson in “The Adventure of the 
Copper Beeches”? 

“Data! data! data! I can’t make bricks without clay.” 

Was God ever going to provide the clay? 

Again she was brought back to the Clapham setting by the 
voice of the man seated so dejectedly in his chair. 

“What is wrong with me, Lindy?” His face had a look of 
utter despair. “What has happened? I don’t want to go back to 
the clinic. Will I get well again?” It was heart-wrenching to 
see him like this, a man whose questions were like those of a 
child who looks to his mother for security and support. 

“Yes, Jeremy, you will get well again. And if you wish it, 
I will take care of you so you don’t have to return to the clinic.” 

“Oh, darling, that would mean so much to me!” 

Having manic depression and living alone can be a deadly 
combination. The situation is no picnic even when there is 
someone else around; but at least that someone can try to take 
the necessary steps to help control the situation, to keep it from 
escalating as it could if the sufferer were alone and not even 
capable of realising that he was in need of help. 

Later that same day, Linda and Jeremy went to the 
psychiatrist appointment. It was then that the doctor increased 
the dosage of medicine. Linda was shocked. Convinced that 
the dosage needed to be much less, she expressed her feelings 
openly. 
“Are you sure? Shouldn’t it be decreased instead of 
increased?” 

“We will give Jeremy a blood test, and then we would like 
him to return to the clinic.” 
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“Jeremy, it is going to be okay.” She held him in her arms 
- © wo s > 5 . j j 

yet again that his well-being be 


y comfort him, praying | ) 
af ring that was shredding him to 


restored and replace the suffe 


pieces. 


The next day Linda took the anticipated call from Jeremy’s GP. 
“The results of the blood test show that Jeremy has taken 
far too much Lithium, and this has caused him to act like he is 
having another manic-depressive episode. The drug must be 
stopped immediately and the other tablets reduced.” 

Linda thought that she had experienced anger before, but it 
couldn’t compare with the anger she felt right at that moment. 
She lashed out in spite of herself. 

“This should never have happened!” she blurted out, not 
even attempting to keep the anger out of her voice. Before she 
could continue, however, the voice at the other end spoke 
again. 
“I’m very sorry this has happened, but I checked the 
records. Jeremy was supposed to have consulted the assigned 
substitute GP the week after his last appointment with me. But 
our records show he never did.” 

She had taken Jeremy at his word, and what he had told 
her about his GP going on holiday had been true. But she had 
never thought to consider facts that might have been omitted. 
He had never informed her that his GP had told him to make an 
appointment to see the substitute GP in a week’s time—the 
appointment he never made. But could a person in his 
condition be relied upon to take charge of making such 
appointments or, for that matter, even keeping them? 

When a person breaks his leg, he is usually in a position to 
understand the need for follow-up treatment. But when 
somcone’s mind gets broken, he is not likely to be capable of 
making rational decisions regarding follow-up treatment. 
Linda felt, therefore, that it was unreasonable of the doctor to 
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expect Jeremy to take charge of his own welf 

Despite her anger, she knew th 
nothing, so she calmed down and as 
medication should be. The doctor 
and the call was concluded. 

Now all she had to do was to tell Jerem 
overdosing on the medication and needed to cut down. It 
wasn’t bad enough that this poor man was already on a rie 
go-round with his mental and emotional states; now he soul 
have to endure the hideous effects of withdrawal from 
dosage. Yet he had to be told, and that she did. 

“But I did what the doctor who visited me at the health 
farm told me to do.” 

“Yes, I know, Jeremy. But your doctor here is going by 
the blood test.” 

So began the reduction of Jeremy’s medication. 


are, 

at arguing would avail her 
ked what the new dosage of 
explained the new amounts 


y that he had been 


the drug 


That was a great turning point for Linda. From that moment 
on, she was determined to learn everything she could about 
Jeremy’s medication. The side effects, the other medications 
with which it was not compatible, the complications. The next 
time medication was prescribed, whether it be new or just an 
alteration of the old dosages, there would be a barrage of 
questions, intelligent questions from her about these 
prescriptions. 

Because Linda didn’t know how long it would take for 
Jeremy to get well again, she decided to quit her job and look 
after him full time. This turned out to be a very wise decision, 
as Jeremy’s recovery was slow and pretty rough going. 

For Linda, the difficult part was not so much the caring for 
Jeremy, as she would have done anything to help him. The 
hard part was watching him go through his own personal 
agony. That she couldn’t take on for him. At first he was 
confused about the medication and couldn’t understand why he 
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wasn’t taking the Lithium anymore. Linda explained his 
overdosed condition to him, hoping it all made sense. 

After a few days of rest and some good food—in 
particular, Linda’s home-made stew—Jeremy began to get 
some of his strength back. But by this time the drug 
withdrawal was having its effects on him. He found it hard to 
sleep or even to keep still, for that matter. He would pace up 
and down the flat, try sitting in a chair for a time, but was up 
and out of it almost as soon as he sat down. Whenever she 
could, Linda would walk up and down the flat with him, 
listening to him talk about anything and everything: God, the 
reasons for life, why we are here, a host of spiritual and 
aesthetic topics. He was touched by the fact that she was 


n to what he had to say. It helped him to know 


willing to liste 
ke as much as 


that someone wanted to listen. Linda stayed awa 
possible in order to keep him company. 

“I feel I have got to keep moving.” And with that he 
would embark yet again on one of his endless walks around the 
L-shaped living room. Feeling inadequate to do anything else, 
Linda walked with him. 

Later on, in retrospect, it occurred to her that if anyone 
had been watching them, he or she would have thought the pair 
of them mad! But at the same time there were some positive 
compensations for those sleepless hours. In addition to the 
interesting philosophical discussions that took place during all 
those rambles inside the Clapham flat, Linda reminisced with 
Jeremy about some of the humorous events that had taken place 
in the past. The one that seemed to bring Jeremy laughter more 
quickly than all the others was the incident of the nun at 
Charter. 

Some people suffer boredom in or out of hospital, but 
Jeremy’s attacks of boredom were confined pretty much to his 
hospital stays. After all, just how much can one be entertained 
in such an atmosphere? Jeremy was not one to sit idle for very 
long. If there was nothing to do, he would find something oF 
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smething to do. 

a ant articular occasion, he had been left in his room 
j himself long enough and po decided A wander about the 
„linie just tO see what was happening e sewhere. He dis- 
overed the lift and decided to take it to the floor below. Of 
wane there was no way for Jeremy to know that that floor was 
ae ward that housed the alcoholics who were drying out. As 
he ventured along, he came upon a room full of people who 
were listening to a lecture given by a nun who came by once a 
week to address the alcoholics. After listening at the door for a 
few moments, Jeremy decided that the lecture might be of some 
interest to him, so he promptly walked in and sat down. The 
nun took little notice of him, assuming that he was one of the 
patients from the alcoholics ward. 

The nun continued her lecture. She admonished the 
audience about the evils of drink and how the continuous use of 
alcohol would lead them to eternal damnation. As Jeremy’s 
philosophy of life and religious beliefs were diametrically 
opposed to the nun’s words, and as he was in a disputatious and 
mischievous mood, he decided to voice his opinions openly. 

“I am sure that if God is good, He is hardly likely to have 
these nice people burning in hell for all of eternity. I think we 
should all hold hands and think kind and pure thoughts.” 

Those people sitting next to Jeremy thought that this was a 
great idea and consequently all held hands. The nun, however, 
did not appreciate Jeremy’s suggestion and would have none of 
it. Offended at what she perceived to be an attack on her 
religion, she was quick to remind him that her church had been 
around for thousands of years. What right did he have to 
Oppose it? 


“Every right,” said Jeremy, “especially when it teaches 
More about evil than good.” 
Jeremy then proceeded to tell the nun that she should join 
© hand-holding and meditate on all things wonderful. That 
Put the poor nun over the top; she left the room but soon 


in th 
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returned with a nurse who realised at once that Jeremy did not 
belong in the class. He was promptly asked to leave the room. 
The nun was relieved when Jeremy got up and left but 
extremely displeased when the patients left with him as well! 
They evidently felt more empathy for Jeremy’s words than 
hers, and she was left with an empty classroom. Jeremy invited 
everyone to his floor and procecded to hold court in his room, 
talking to his listeners about the principles of human kindness 
and God’s love. He also imparted his belief that all churches 
should be roofless so that the prayers could go straight up, 
unobstructed! 

Unfortunately Jeremy was barred from holding further 
sessions, as the nurses had great difficulty keeping track of 
which patient belonged on which floor. 

Jeremy and Linda both laughed when they recalled this 
particular escapade. Hoping that this would keep his mind off 
the problem at hand as they strode around the Clapham living 
room, she endeavoured to think of others. 

One had to do with the infamous potted plant. During his 
stay at Charter, Jeremy experienced a manic high and was quite 
unwilling to take his medication. For Jeremy the manic highs 
made him feel euphoric, able to see things with heightened 
telepathic ability, able to view the world in a wholly different 
light. He was extremely reluctant to relinquish this glorious 
feeling, not realising how dangerous it could become if the 
mania were allowed to increase unchecked. But the medication 
always brought him down to the mundane routine of everyday 
existence. And it brought him down with a thud; there was no 
gradual adjustment interval. So, of course, his highly inventive 
mind found interesting ways to circumvent taking the 
medication. 

Tarn Bassett, the former wife of actor Robert Stephens and 
a longtime friend of Jeremy’s, had come to visit him during his 
stay at Charter and had very thoughtfully brought him a 
beautiful potted plant to lift his spirits. As the days progressed, 
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everyone remarked about how health 
What was Jeremy feeding it that made i 
What no one knew at the time was that Jeremy was Stuffing his 
pills in the plant soil! When given his medication, he would 
hold the pills under his tongue until the nurse disappeared then 
eject them and feed them to the plant. ? 

This little technique lasted a while, but eventually the 
nursing staff caught him at it and promptly changed Jeremy’s 
medication to liquid form. Did this deter him? Not in the least 
With a magazine in hand, he found ways to distract the inne 
who brought him his medication. 

“Time for your medicine, Mr. Huggins.” 

“Brett! The name is Brett.” 

“Right.” 

After this inevitable 
him the little cup full 
his game. 

“Have you seen this article on DNA? It 
really. You would probably be rather 
have a look.” 

Of course the nurse would divert her attention to the 
article momentarily, and it would be just long enough for 
Jeremy to dump the cup’s contents into the plant! When the 
nurse looked up, she would see a smiling Jeremy, innocently 
holding an empty cup that he would then proffer to be taken 
away. 

Eventually this little ruse was also found out, and from 
then on his medication was given with extreme and careful 
scrutiny on the part of the staff. The plant grew to twice its 
original size and Jeremy proceeded to get better. 


y the plant appeared, 
t thrive so Successfully? 


remonstrance, the nurse would hand 
of liquid. That was his cue to launch into 


is quite good, 
interested in it. Here, 


CHAPTER FIVE 


Settling In 


The best and most beautiful things in the world cannot be 
seen or even touched. They must be felt with the heart. 
—Helen Keller 


As Jeremy continued to improve, Linda introduced him to 
crossword puzzles to help focus and divert his mind while his 
body chemistry righted itself. The puzzles would occupy him 
for hours during the sleepless nights, and because he fancied 
them so much he and Linda would work on at least one a day in 
a joint effort at solution. Sometimes, in fact, he would be half 
finished with one before she even got to see it. And on one 
occasion, she finished a half-done puzzle on her own; but 
instead of getting a “Well done!”, she was given a mild lecture! 
In addition to sharing crosswords, the two of them also had the 
opportunity to learn more about each other through their long 
philosophical discussions. 

When two weeks had elapsed, Jeremy returned to pretty 
much his normal state. But to Linda’s dismay, some distancing 
began taking place on Jeremy’s part and she was asked to 
leave. 

It was fortunate for Linda that Anne had warned her about 
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manic depressives’ tendency to push friends and loved ones 
away after their bouts, embarrassed and ashamed by their 
actions during the illness’s peaks and valleys. Of course the 
reality was that Linda cared not a pin for how Jeremy had acted 
while in the hands of his mental demon; the only thing she 
cared about was that he be safe and well. 

Despite Jeremy’s indifference to her, they still kept in 
contact and Linda maintained Jeremy’s house once a week. In 
addition she also went job-hunting. 

Linda continued her efforts to learn about the illness, and 
Jeremy, too, tried to understand what it was and how best to 
control it. But as time elapsed they both were led to suspect, 
however faintly, that no real permanent cure was available. 
There were only drugs with which to alleviate the symptoms 
and give temporary respite to the sufferer. Nevertheless the 
search for answers continued because neither of them was 
willing to concede the battle, descend on bended knee to the 
enemy, or believe the horrible truth that this ailment never 
really goes away. 

The end of the month passed. Jeremy’s intermittent 
encounters with the illness did not go away but his indifference 
toward Linda did. After a period of time, Linda and Jeremy 
both realised that it would be in their best interests to live 
together. By this time they were getting on so well anyway that 
surely it would work out. 

It was certainly an alteration in habits for Jeremy, because, 
as he had explained to her, he had lived alone for so long. 
They both thought that it would take him a while to get used to 
having someone around. But as they spent more and more time 
together, their friendship grew. There are some relationships 
that time erodes; love diminishes with the ensuing years, 
perhaps because of the intimate daily familiarity or because 
each takes the other for granted. But with Linda and Jeremy, 
each day drew them closer and closer together. In one sense, 
possibly because of Jeremy’s ill health, the relationship became 
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quite spiritual. Perhaps they both sensed that time was short 
Despite the illness, or maybe even because of it, the journey 
was somehow magical. They learned much, not only sed 
each other but also about love, caring, and compassion. It a 
like putting one’s old life on hold or setting it aside in fsvour ¢ f 
a new life, one full of new events never previously poy 
perienced. - 

“It’s incredible how much we care about each other,” he 
would say to her. And she, as equally amazed as he and 
completely fulfilled just being with him, would just nod in 
agreement. Even though we consider pain and sadness to be 
life’s negatives, they can also bring positives, as these two were 
slowly discovering. 

They both did things to make each other happy. They 
didn’t think about themselves; they thought about each other. 
In a way, it was a wonderful time for them both. In Philippians 
4:11, the Bible credits Saint Paul as having said, “for I have 
learned, in whatever state I am, to be content.” If one reads 
that quote at the age of 18, one might think that Paul should 
have been certified a mental deficient. But as one moves on in 
age, one sees the wisdom in Paul’s words. And here were two 
people practising exactly that philosophy. For Linda and 
Jeremy, the good moments were automatically elevated to the 
level of outstanding; the simple things became the most 
important. They both learned how much good can come out of 
the most hellish events and circumstances, and how much such 
conditions can cement the bond between two people when the) 
both live for someone other than themselves. 

And there were the light moments, too. 

One afternoon, Linda returned to the flat at about 5 p.m. 
instead of the usual four o’clock. When she walked in, Jeremy 
was on the phone, pretending to be talking to the police about 
her disappearance and whereabouts! i thes 

“Oh, thank you, officer. You needn't bother with the 
patrol car and the all-night search. She has just w alked through 
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I do apprec ciate your W illingness to put the entire 
rt. 


The “D ay bu! the Toothache” was an experience that 
Javed the impish side of Jeremy's personality, 
>or man hated hospitals and disliked doctors. And 
blame him? Some of them hadn*t been the most 
ople in his world since the first time he was ever in 
need of pa But after many days of suffering with a 
rable toothache, it was Linda who brought up the subject 
of getting some help. 

“Jeremy. you must go to the dentist, “ she prodded him. 

“No. I'll just take a Paracetamol.” 

“Jeremy, that will only kill the pain; it will not cure the 


problem.” 
He smiled at her, then took the Paracetamol. For three or 


four days thereafter, Linda queried him each day. 

“Jeremy, did you go to the dentist?” 

“No.” The all-will-be-well smile accompanied his re- 
sponse each time. 

It was on the following Sunday morning that Linda came 
downstairs and found Jeremy in the kitchen, facing the counter 
with his back to her. 

“Hello, darling!” Linda said. 

He sort of turned toward her, head slightly bowed, like a 
tall, handsome Quasimodo. 

“Jeremy, is something wrong?” 

Then she saw the side of his face, puffed up like a 
blowfish with mumps! 


“Jeremy!” 
She couldn’t believe how distended that side of his face 


really was, as if someone had pumped his facial muscles full of 
air. 
“You should have gone to the dentist! Now look at you!” 
“Well, I think we should go now.” Understatement! 
“Jeremy, it’s Sunday! You won’t find a dentist open on 
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Part of her was miffed, but it was impossible for her to be 


oe He was like a little py 
sometimes when he was reproached, and it made her feel like 


picking him up and cuddling him in her arms when he looked at 
her like that. The man just had a way of meltin 
little upsets, no matter what. 

Linda knew that some of the hospitals had sections within 
them that took care of dental matters, so she telephoned and 
made arrangements for them to go. After a short examination, 
the lady doctor gave Jeremy some antibiotics and some advice. 

“Take these for five days; and in the meantime, see a 
dentist!” 

In a few days the swelling went down. And as the 
swelling diminished, so did the need for a dentist, at least to 
Jeremy's way of thinking. Did he ever go to the dentist? No. 
His view on the matter was that he no longer needed one. 

Linda decided that it was his choice and wisely left him to 
it. She was not the type of person to persist about something 
after the fact. Besides, if he hadn’t heeded her advice in the 
first place, he certainly wouldn’t heed it at this point. She was 
just grateful that the condition had subsided and felt that he had 
got off quite lightly. But she did allow herself a final statement 
on the matter. 

“You're lucky that tooth didn’t get worse and fall out!” 

His reply? The all-will-be-well smile again. 

Jeremy knew just how to wind Linda up, how to get her 
going. A few days later she came downstairs in the morning, 
walked into the kitchen, and there was Jeremy, head bowed, 
Sitting at the breakfast bar. 

“What is it, Jeremy?” Linda asked in alarm. “Is something 
wrong?” 

He slowly lifted his head to reveal a face once again 
swollen. 


Linda just erupted. 


g away those 
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“Why didn’t you go to the dentist when I told you to? 
How many times did I tell you to go and how many times did 
you fail to listen? What is the point of trying to advise you 
when you won’t listen? Now look at you! I suppose we are 
going to be scouring half of London to find a dentist open 
today, because again this just happens to be a Sunday and no 
dentist will be available.” 

Linda went on and on until Jeremy couldn’t take any 
more. With his head bowed, his body began to shake 
uncontrollably. Linda interrupted her tirade momentarily. 

“Jeremy, what is it?” she asked. 

He lifted his head, opened his mouth, and slowly removed 


a number of tissues. 
“Jeremy!” Linda yelled. “How could you play a trick like 


this? You... you... you—” 
“Now, now, darling, it was just a joke.” He was doubled 


up with laughter. 

Linda cuffed him on the arm for playing such a joke but in 
the end found herself rolling with laughter as well. How could 
she not? When Jeremy laughed, you just had to join him. 
Actually Jeremy got off quite easily. Linda was a slow riser in 
the morning, so to have pulled that shenanigan before she had 


even had her coffee was almost criminal. He was lucky that he 


didn’t end up with a black eye! 


But what goes around tends to come around, and Linda got 
to have her chuckle at Jeremy. She wasn’t ill very often, but 
she did have a history of migraine headaches. Whenever one 
of these horrors hit her, she tried to hide it from Jeremy, feeling 
that he had enough to contend with. But no matter how hard 
she tried to hide it, Jeremy was extremely perceptive and would 
notice her distress. He would make Linda rest and would plan 
the day so that there was very little to do but relax. He would 
be very attentive to her, getting her medication for her and 
whatever else she wanted or needed. He would get ice from the 
refrigerator, wrap it ina towel, and put it on her head. He also 
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lit incense sticks to give the air a relaxi 
would help. ‘axing aroma, hop 

On one of these occasions, Linda’s migrai 
particularly bad. Jeremy was very siatiaet eet kA sia 
everything that he could think of, but nothing seemed to hel ec 

“Darling, I just wish you didn’t have to go through ‘this 
pain. aedi there anything that can be done to stop these 
migraines? 

Despite her pain, Linda’s sense of humour was still alive 
and well and she just couldn’t resist this opportunity. She 
knew that there was a theory afoot as to what might provide 
relief from migraine headaches and decided to share this 
knowledge. 

l “Yes, Jeremy. There supposedly is a way to stop mi- 
graines.” 

“Tell me, darling, what is it and I will do all I can to help.” 

Linda had a tough time stifling her urge to laugh as she 
prepared to tell him about the miraculous cure, but she 
maintained control and proceeded to enlighten him. 

“Well, Jeremy, the theory is that pregnant women do not 
suffer from migraines.” 

The silence was deafening. You could have heard a pin 
drop. Jeremy swallowed hard and puffed his cheeks. One 
could almost have seen his brain desperately searching for any 
and all alternative cures! Linda couldn’t take it any longer and 
broke out in laughter. He looked at her quizzically and then 
realised with great relief that she had been teasing him. 

Not long after that another little drama presented itself, 
only this time it all began about two o’clock in the morning. 
Linda was fast asleep upstairs in the flat. 
awakened by the most awful commotion. It sounded like a 
football team running up the stairs or someone banging against 
the wall—up the stairs, down the stairs, around the house, uP 
again, down again. Linda got out of bed, put on her ae 
gown, and went downstairs. There was Jeremy, wide awake, 


ing that 


Suddenly she was 
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foraging, around the flat, seeking, out the content, 
drawer, every table top, 

“Jeremy,” she said, “what's wrong?” 

“Nothing, darling. Go back to sleep, Nothing’, wrong,” 

Knowing that one had to coax things out of him, Winds 
persisted, 

“If you think I can go back to sleep now, you’ve possibly 
got another think coming! Tell me what’s wrong,” 

“Darling, you don’t happen to have a cigarette, do you?” 

Linda was not a smoker, and he had known that since they 
met. Only utter desperation could have created the hope 
behind that futile question. 

“No. I’m sorry, Jeremy. I don’t.” 

Nor did she have the slightest idea of where he might find 
one anywhere in the flat. The look on his face was positively 
crestfallen. 

Linda knew that it would be hours before daylight. She 
couldn’t bear to think of him trying to cope for that long 
without a cigarette, especially when he was in such a state at 
the moment. And she would never get another minute’s sleep, 
either. So back up the stairs she went, got dressed, came back 
downstairs, and picked up her car keys. 

“Darling, darling, where are you going? Where are you 
going?” 

Linda answered matter-of-factly. 

“I’m going to get you a pack of cigarettes.” Succinct. To 
the point. 

“Darling, you can’t get cigarettes now; look what time it 
is!” Disbelief in the voice, but hidden hope in the facial 
expression. 

“Yes, I can,” she said. “There’s a twenty-four-hour 
garage.” Knowledge is wonderful. 

“Darling, I can’t let you go out at this time of night!” 
Always the gentleman. 

“Jeremy, I’m going for the cigarettes.” Determination. 


D ever J 
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aj can’t let you—” He hesitated. The cravin 
strong. To his dismay, it was the one and o 
gddiction won out over gallantry. “Will 
cigarettes? Please? Pd really appreciate it!” 

As she backed the car out of its parking spot, she glanced 
up and saw him standing at the window looking down 
watching her expectantly. Then off she went. She bought k 
couple of packs of Silk Cut, thinking that would be enough to 
keep him going. When she returned and drove the car into its 
parking place, she glanced up at the flat again; there he was 
still standing at the window. > 

By the time she walked in, he was already at the top of the 
stairs. She walked up, handed him the two packs, and stood in 
absolute awe, for in one quick movement the cellophane was 
off the pack, the cigarette was out, in his mouth, and lit. Even 
Houdini had never moved that fast. 

As Linda watched him take his first puff in hours, she 
noted the look of happiness on his face. She wouldn’t have 
traded it for a million pounds. When Jeremy was well, life was 
a magical merry-go-round and much, much fun, even at two 
o’clock in the morning! 


& Was just too 
nly time that 


One of the many things that Linda discovered about the man 
named Jeremy Brett was how extremely grateful he was when 
anyone did anything for him; he always made one feel so 
special—and appreciated. Among his most extraordinary 
characteristics was his eternal amazement that anyone would 
go out of his or her way to do something for him. 

As far as their daily domestic life was concerned, Linda 
and Jeremy had adopted a certain routine, similar to that of any 
other household. Since Linda worked Monday through Friday, 
Saturday was the day she cleaned the house. While she went 
about her duties, Jeremy would head for the shops to buy the 
weekend food supply. His first stop was usually the local 
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butcher shop. The proprietor knew Jeremy well and would 
always give him a cut of lamb at a reduced price. On the odd 
times that Linda went, she was always charged the full price. 
The next stop was the supermarket, to buy the vegetables 
needed for the salads that Linda would make. Jeremy always 
enjoyed her salads. He would also buy one of Paul Newman’s 
salad dressings, which he used in conjunction with a creation of 
his own, involving garlic and other sundry items. (Apologies to 
Mr. Newman, but Jeremy doctored a lot of store-bought food 
items in his enthusiasm to create something different and 
unusual.) 

When Jeremy finished the rest of the shopping, he would 
meet Linda at Tea Time. They had spent many a fine afternoon 
in that place all during their friendship and would reminisce 
about those conversations as well as discuss their favourite 
topics, such as philosophy and life. 

Whenever Linda or Jeremy went shopping, they would 
always return with something for each other. In most cases it 
would be flowers. Both of them loved roses, so it was not 
unusual to see the living room decorated with them. On the 
occasions when Jeremy received flowers from admirers, he 
would take them to Helen and Michael Convey, who lived in 
the flat on the ground floor and liked Jeremy very much. He 
was always so very polite and courteous to them both. Helen 
always watched out for Jeremy, much as Mrs. Hudson did for 
Sherlock Holmes and Dr. Watson. 

This, too, is what Linda loved about Jeremy. He would 
always try and do things to make people happy. While he was 
filming the Sherlock Holmes series in Manchester, he learned 
that the son of Tony Eyres, his bodyguard, had lost his dog. 
Jeremy felt that a child should not be without a pet, especially 
because he loved animals so much himself. So he promptly 
gave Tony enough money to buy a puppy. Of course the boy 
was overjoyed and took his new friend to visit Jeremy on the 
set. The puppy seemed just as pleased to see Jeremy as Jeremy 


Settling In 
83 
was to see the puppy. 

Sunday was usually washing day. 
of launderer after Jeremy had washed and dried h; 

: one of his 
cashmere jumpers at 100 degrees! It shrank so much the 
even Linda could wear it. While she busied herself a not 
laundry, Jeremy would begin the task of preparing lys 
dinner. The lamb would be cooked on a slow heat ai e 
vegetables would be prepared. At such times, Jeremy often had 
the bad habit of lighting his cigarette using the gas ring. Linda 
warned him that one day he would either set his hair on fire or 
burn himself. As it turned out, he did set the sleeve of his 
dressing gown alight, prompting Linda to give him a stern 
lecture on heeding her sage advice. She wasn’t too keen on his 
cooking and smoking at the same time, anyway, since cigarette 
ashes in one’s food held little appeal. But to stop him from 
smoking would be like trying to stop a fish from swimming. So 
she tolerated it, as it was the only real vice he had. 

Jeremy liked strong tea and would use two tea bags in his 
cup instead of one. He would pour hot water into the cup and 
let the tea brew for at least five minutes. Linda, who liked 
weak tea, had only one reaction to Jeremy’s: “Yuck!” 

Sweets were a favourite of Jeremy’s, but because he had 
trouble keeping his weight in check due to his medication he 
wasn’t able to indulge in eating cakes and biscuits. Linda 
decided to introduce him to low-sugar jelly (flavoured gelatin) 
to snack on. Much to her delight he enjoyed the jelly, so much 
so that he asked her to make a big bowl of it for the next day, 
which they could both share. In the morning, however, when 
Linda went to get the milk out of the refrigerator for Jeremy s$ 
tea, she found the jelly bowl empty. He had arisen during the 
night and eaten the entire lot, leaving Linda the empty bowl to 
wash. There were times when, unable to wait for the jelly to 
set in the refrigerator, he would put it in the freezer to speed 
things up! 

Sunday afternoon would be spen 


Linda took Over the role 


t having an afternoon nap, 
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interspersed with watching television, which was ideally 
situated in the bedroom. It meant that neither of them had to 
move from their cosy positions. Sometimes they would wander 
over to the living-room window and observe the rugby games 
or kite flying on Clapham Common. There were times when 
there was a fair or concert on the common, and Jeremy and 
Linda would go together to enjoy the entertainment. 

In the evening Jeremy would take Linda to a romantic 
restaurant on Battersea Rise. Jeremy had introduced Linda to 
oysters, and they would enjoy eating plates full of them. 
Afterwards they would take a slow walk back to the flat and 
enjoy the late evening air on the roof, looking out over London. 
The lights of the city mixed with those of the stars made an 
absolutely magical scene that took their breath away. 

On one particular day the weather was quite unpleasant, so 
Jeremy and Linda spent the day in the house. After breakfast 
had been cleared away, Jeremy decided that it would be an 
ideal time to teach Linda a little more about meditation. He lit 
some incense sticks and they sat on the floor, not unlike the 
first time he had taught her. But before they started, Linda 
wanted to hear his point of view on something. She had been 
reading about astral travelling, the mystical art of projecting the 
soul outside the body, and wanted to hear his point of view on 
the subject. 

“Jeremy, have you ever done astral travelling?” 

“Yes. But not voluntarily. It happened a few years ago. I 
had a very bad asthma attack. One moment I was gasping for 
breath, the next I was outside my body. I really wasn’t afraid 
when it happened, because I was more curious than anything 
else. At first I thought the time had come for me to leave my 
earthly body and return home to the Heavenly Fields, as I like 
to call it. But then a message seemed to form in my mind, 
saying it wasn’t time for me to go just yet, and I found myself 
back in my body.” 

“Were you disappointed that you had to come back to your 
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earthly existence?” 

“For a short time, A But I assumed there must be a 
rason for my wun, and now, looking back, that assumption 
proy ed to be correct. 

“In what way?” 

“Well, l would not have met you for a start, and that is a 
very good reason for returning.” Jeremy was smiling at her as 
he spoke. 

Linda blushed. She was touched by his words. It wasn’t 
often that he voiced his feelings for her, and his answer had 
taken her by surprise. He just assumed that she knew how he 
felt about her, so he rarely put it into words. 

“And what about your astral journeys?” Jeremy asked. 

“Well, there have been times when I have been in a semi- 
dream state and found myself outside my body. But I haven’t 
been able to travel very far. In fact, I’ve never made a journey 
outside the confines of the room I was in, usually my bedroom. 
So I have consciously tried to accomplish astral travel, hoping I 
would have more control and be able to force myself to go 
farther afield. I would love to visit the next world, the place we 
go when we finally terminate our earthly existence.” 

“Darling, I don’t think one should be in a hurry to visit the 
next world.” 

“Why not?” 

“Because to see the next world in all its glory, to feel the 
unlimited love and joy that exists there, would make it 
extremely difficult to endure the hardships of this life. Why do 
you think we have no conscious memory of our previous 
existences? Because God knows how hard it would be for us to 
remain in this place. Why, you might jump from the highest 
pinnacle around in an effort to return home if you posit 
without a doubt that the life beyond this one is so much better: 
Darling, I do understand your desire to know more about es 
existence, but do not try to live your next life until you ; nt 
lived this one. Don’t force your trips into the astral, but a 
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it to come in its own good time. That way, if you do go farther 


afield, you will know it is for a reason and part of your spiritual 


growth.” 
Linda thought about that for a time. He had made good 


sense. But she still hoped to get a glimpse of that next world 


someday. 
Finally they proceeded with the meditation lesson. Linda 


always marvelled at the bliss and peace that resulted from the 
meditative state. And she was truly overjoyed to be able to 
share that with Jeremy. 


CHAPTER SIX 


Courage in the Face of Adversity 


One word frees us of all the weight and pain of life: 
That word is love. 
—Sophocles 


Linda was pleased that Jeremy was back at work and able to 
meet up with many of his friends at the Granada Television 
Studios in Manchester. Something bothered both Jeremy and 
Linda, however, and that was Jeremy’s weight gain. Linda 
knew that the increase in weight was not due to overeating, as 
Jeremy’s diet was never excessive. They both concluded, 
therefore, that the culprit was the medication he had to take for 
manic depression. One of the side effects of taking Lithium 
was a possible gain in weight. This added poundage upset 
Jeremy very deeply and understandably so. He was, after all, 
portraying a character who was universally accepted as lean 
and gaunt. Practically every picture and caricature of Sherlock 
Holmes displayed hawk-like facial features made possible by a 
slim and slender body. And as if the weight gain were not bad 
enough, Jeremy had the studio camera to thank for an 
additional five to seven pounds. . = 
The critics had not been kind, Some of them crucified 
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Jeremy for his heaviness in their reviews of the episodes where 
his extra pirth was evident. If those critics had only known 
about Jeremy’s constant battle with his debilitating illness, they 
might have been a bit more sensitive. Perhaps they would have 
praised him for his determination to continue the Holmes series 
despite the hardship, commended him for not abandoning 
Granada Studios in mid-season but instead persevering and 
giving the fans what they had come to crave. After all, it was 
Jeremy whom millions of viewers had come to love in the role 
of Sherlock Holmes. 

But this was not the worst of it. Jeremy and Linda kept in 
touch by phone, and during those phone calls Linda had sensed 
that all was not well with him again. She noticed a distinct 
change in his breathing and he sounded stressed, both 
physically and mentally. Whenever she questioned him, the 
answer was always a positive response. 

“All is well,” he would say. 

This went on until the filming of The Three Gables. 
Jeremy had to do a night shoot for this particular episode, and 
as luck would have it the weather suddenly turned and 
temperatures plummeted, catching everyone by surprise. 
Jeremy caught a chill and his breathing rapidly deteriorated. 
With the very next phone call, Linda was mortified when she 
heard his voice; his breathing was irregular and he was gasping 
for breath. Jeremy still claimed that he was fine, but Linda was 
having none of it. She caught the next train to Manchester and 
went straight to Jeremy’s room in the Midland Hotel. He was 
surprised to sce her and a little upset about her seeing him in 
this frail state. After exchanging greetings, Linda cut right to 
the heart of the matter and stated her concern. 

“I think you should stop filming and go straight to 
hospital.” 

She tried to keep the fear and anxiety out of her voice. 

“Darling, I am a professional actor. I can’t hop in an out 
of a film as I please. I can’t stop until this film is completed,” 
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he said sternly. “I appreciate you coming here, but J won’ 
have you telling me what to do.” aá 

Linda could tell by his tone that he was under severe stress 
and thus did not pursue the matter. She knew that he was 
filming the next day and figured that he would have to see for 
himself that he wasn’t well enough to continue. 

In the morning Jeremy left early for a makeup call. Linda 
followed an hour later with one of the crew members. On the 
way to the studio, something kept nagging at her to insist again 
that he go to hospital. She didn’t anticipate what happened 
next. 

When she arrived, Jeremy was in his caravan. Spotting 
her, he stepped outside to speak to her and his facial expression 
was thunderous. This certainly couldn’t be Jeremy, could it? 
Linda was staggered by what she saw. No longer was this the 
image of the man she knew and loved, the man with the 
boyishly tousled hair whose eyes smiled when he talked. 
Instead, standing in front of her in black attire, black top hat, 
and slicked-back hair was Sherlock Holmes—tall, daunting, 
and intimidating. She had never seen him before in his full 
black Holmes regalia except on stage, and on those occasions 
he hadn’t been angry. The transformation was so complete that 
it scared her. She gulped. Anger from Jeremy was bad enough, 
but it was rare and she had always been able to cope with that. 
Anger from Sherlock Holmes, however, was an entirely 
different matter. Linda felt as if she were confronting Darth 
Vader, George Lucas’s Star Wars character! Yet it was her 
concern for Jeremy that gave her the courage to confront him. 
She ignored the Holmes persona and addressed the man inside 
the costume. 

“Jeremy, you should go to hospital to get checked over,” 
she said bravely. 

“I will not go to hospital,” he said loudly. “And neither do 
I want you here. You have to leave. | can’t work with you 
here.” 
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Her courage increased, shored up by God knows what. 
“Good! Because I’m staying until you agree to go to 
hospital.” 


The volume of her voice now matched his. 

“I’m telling you to leave. I intend to finish my work here 
and I don’t want you around.” 

Linda could tell that there was no point in arguing with 
him. She hated arguments but wasn’t going to give up easily, 
not after getting this far. 

“Okay. I will agree to go if you promise to see a doctor 
once you finish here today.” 

Despite his anger, Jeremy saw this as a solution and 
agreed to see the doctor once the day’s filming ended. Not 
completely satisfied with the outcome, but more at ease with at 
least some kind of a compromise, Linda withdrew. But before 
leaving, she asked Peter Kersey, Jeremy’s driver and close 
friend, to keep an eye on him and to let her know if he got any 
worse. 

That evening Jeremy did see a doctor, and the diagnosis 
was nothing less than pneumonia. Antibiotics were prescribed, 
but rather than go into hospital Jeremy chose to give the tablets 
time to work. 

Linda left Manchester the next day. Although very 
concerned, she knew that he had people around who cared 
about him and would help if things got worse. Besides, her 
presence there seemed to upset him more than help him. 

When the filming of The Three Gables was completed, 
Linda wanted Jeremy to discontinue making any more Sherlock 
Holmes episodes. There were three more left to shoot, but she 
had begun to notice early warning signs of another manic- 
depressive episode. These were the times when every part of 
her body and soul trembled with fear at what was yet to come. 


Jeremy was adamant about carrying on with the Holmes series, 
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however, and when the hiatus was over he returned to 
Manchester to begin filming the next episode, The Dying 
Detective. Linda secretly prayed that the title would not be 
prophetic. It did turn out that shooting this particular episode 
was extremely taxing on him. Between scenes Jeremy was 
confined to a wheelchair and had to use oxygen frequently. By 
the time filming was completed, the series’ producer, June 
Wyndham Davies, insisted that Jeremy go to hospital. He 
chose to return home to Linda before making the final decision 
to enter a place he positively abhorred. At this point his 
physical health had deteriorated significantly. Jeremy was 
experiencing what he called “whiteouts.” Alarmed by his 
condition, Linda immediately insisted on dialling the emer- 
gency services, but again he would have none of it. 

“Jeremy, you must see a doctor,” Linda said anxiously. 
“There is no argument this time, Jeremy. You must go.” 

“Okay, darling. But I will only go to the one doctor I liked 
at Charter Nightingale Hospital in Lisson Grove. Remember 
when I told you about the breakdown I had after Joan died? I 
was put in the Maudsley Hospital, but it was from there | went 
to Charter Nightingale.” 

Charter Nightingale Hospital is a psychiatric hospital, but 
Linda felt that this was better than no hospital at all. She rang 
and made arrangements for him to be admitted immediately. 

He was seen first by a young nurse who instantly became 
concerned about his physical well-being. She examined him 
with a stethoscope and promptly diagnosed heart failure. 
Jeremy was then transferred to the Harley Street Clinic, and a 
high dose of diuretics was immediately prescribed to eliminate 
the massive amount of fluid buildup. Over the next three days 
Jeremy lost so much fluid that his weight dropped by 30 
pounds. Later Digoxin was prescribed, and his phy sical health 
seemed to improve. Yet Linda was still concerned about his 
mental state, so Jeremy returned to the Charter Nightingale 
Hospital, 
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Because of Jeremy’s ill health, filming of the next Sher 
Holmes episode, The Mazarin Stone, proceeded without 
cript had been rewritten to showcase Sherlock’s 


- and did so quite admirably. 
In the meantime, Jeremy’s manic-depression medication 
be changed because of his recently diagnosed heart 
condition. The Lithium was dropped and another drug 
ed, but it would take some time before the new drug 
could take effect, and Jeremy’s manic depression grew worse. 
h safe in the hospital for the time being, there was still 
oze problem. Another episode of Sherlock Holmes had yet to 


ted, and Granada was desperate for Jeremy to return 
de for several 
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to work. Jeremy was keen to complete the episo 
or one thing, he was extremely dedicated to his task 
itments. Of no small concern, too, was the effect his 
prolor ave on his future career. Linda, of 


course, was not as concerned about his career as she was about 
his health. In the back of her mind, she knew that his career 
he surmised that it would be 


was pretty much over anyway. S 
e insurance needed for future 
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nearly impossible for him to get th 
ork after the recent diagnosis of heart failure. Nevertheless, 
knew that the final decision had to be Jeremy’s. She 
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For years now, they had both been in a fighting frame of 
mind; lick this disease so life can go on as planned was the 
byword. Continue to work to the best of your ability and deal 
with the disease as it dealt its blows. But at this point, because 
of the heart-failure diagnosis, Jeremy had reached a crossroad. 
The trip from the battlefield of commitment to the sidelines of 
is not so easily accomplished. Is it better to fall 
hand? Or is it more prudent to surrender 
d live to recount the tales of battle, 


resignation 
heroically, sword in 


to the wisdom of the hour an 
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erhaps even helping others in their battles? 
Jeremy would choose the latter but, knowing 
and dedication, feared he might choose othe 
crucial time for them both. 

In the end, Jeremy agreed to do one last episode. Linda 
would accompany him on this, his final Journey to the Granad 
Studios in Manchester. The three weeks of filming n. 
extremely difficult for all concerned, as Jeremy flitted in eF 
out of one mood swing after another. At times Linda was 
reduced to tears, tears she never let Jeremy see. She was 
offered an abundance of support, however, by the crew 
especially Jeremy’s bodyguard, Tony Eyres, and Jeremy’s 
driver, Peter Kersey. God bless these people. They became 
her mainstay. 

The last scene was captured and shooting finally came to 
an end. Linda sighed with relief and guessed that, deep inside, 
Jeremy had done the same. Heading back to London gave 
Linda some comfort, because when they were there in the city 
she felt more able to provide Jeremy the assistance that she’d 
always hoped she could. 

Once home, Linda noticed further changes. He was 
becoming agitated, hostile, and offensive. She was in a 
quandary. Were the severe mood swings due to the change in 
medication? Would he get better once the new medication took 
its full effect? Or was his behaviour leading up to another full- 
blown manic-depressive episode? Of course she asked Jeremy 
to go to hospital, but he insisted that there was nothing wrong 
and that she was the one in need of help. 

Linda turned to Jeremy’s son David, who, when told of his 
father’s predicament, arranged to have him put into a National 
Health hospital if required. On previous occasions Jeremy had 
Stayed at private clinics, which had cost a great deal of money 
but weren’t set up in the same manner as the National Health 
hospitals. 

A few days passed and then the bomb was dropped. 


Linda hoped that 
his Perseverance 
Twise. This was a 
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“I want you to leave and take your things with you,” 
Jeremy told Linda. 

Needless to say, Linda was devastated. It wasn’t for 
herself that she was concerned, but who would take care of 
Jeremy if she left? She was reluctant to leave because of his 
condition, but he emphatically stated that he wanted to have 
friends stay with him. She would only be in the way, he had 
said. Linda knew by the tone of his voice that the Mr. Hyde 
side was speaking and did not want her there. By this time the 
Jeremy she knew, the one she had come to love, was no longer 
in charge. 

“Is this the new Jeremy?” she wondered. “Is this the way 
he will be now with these new pills?” She was still a bit 
confused because of the new medication and didn’t know what 
to expect. 

The next day she packed her bags and left. A friend of 
Jeremy’s was due to stay with him the following day. 

“At least he won’t be alone,” she thought. “I can still keep 
in touch with him by phone.” 

Linda returned to her parents’ home. A couple of days 
later, Jeremy asked her over for dinner. Upon arriving, she 
became convinced that Jeremy was getting worse. He was 
talking about things far removed from normal logic. Her 
immediate concern was to get him into hospital, whether he 
wanted to go or not. 

Linda stayed with Jeremy for a few hours and then made 
her excuse to leave. Once home she phoned Jeremy’s GP and 
told him of her concerns. David had made contact, too, and the 
whecls had been put into motion to get Jeremy into hospital. 
There was one thing, however, that unnerved Linda, Jeremy's 
GP had told her that he would visit Jeremy the following day 
with a social worker, and that they would both accompany 
Jeremy to hospital. 

“Why the social worker?” 
usually visits a patient alone. Maybe he 


Linda thought, A doctor 
felt that Jeremy could 
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turn violent, but to her knowledge t . 
If that were the GP’s fear, he ses bier mn sisi 
he’d need a strong arm! a social worker; 

The more she thought about it, t i 
Linda. She knew no one gentler a phe od oat : 
conceive of him in a violent state. She had never “ht one 
violence from him in any form, even in his most manic -= 

. j . ge. 

That night Linda didn’t sleep a wink. She tossed and 
turned all night, worrying about Jeremy. In the morning she 
called Anne, who had helped her decipher so much of the 
manic-depression data in the past. 

“Is there any reason why a doctor would take a social 
worker with him to visit a patient?” Linda asked. 

There was dead silence on the other end. 

“There is just one reason,” Anne finally said. “They 
intend to section Jeremy.” 

“What?” Linda said in a panic. “If they section him, 
depending upon the type of section order they issue, he might 
not be able to leave the hospital for up to six months. He 
wouldn’t be able to cope with that. He can’t bear hospitals. 
Anne, what can I do?” 

“You must try to induce Jeremy to go to the hospital 


voluntarily. If he does that, it is unlikely that they would 


section him.” 

Linda thanked Anne for h 
Jeremy’s GP. 

“When you visit Jeremy, 
there?” she asked. “I am sure that I can ta 
the hospital voluntarily.” 

“If you wish to come, by al 
Jeremy at 3 p.m. But if he proves 
section order.” 

Proves difficult? He was afrai 
from Jeremy, but sectioning him ce 
answer. 


er help and then phoned 
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Ik him into going to 
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Linda’s blood ran cold. She looked at her watch, It was 
nearly 2.30 p.m. 

“My God! I only have thirty minutes to get there, Even 
ona good day, it normally takes forty-five minutes!" 

Linda grabbed her keys and made a dash for her car, As 
she got in the vehicle, she tried to think rationally. 

“I can’t race across London; | could end up causing an 
accident if I start speeding,” she thought to herself. “My dear 
God, if ever I needed Your intervention, I need it now! You 
are the only One who can stop time, clear traffic, perform all 
those wonderful miracles You do so well. Please, clear the 
roads so I can get there on time!” 

Linda set off from her house and headed toward the 
Boston Manor Road. She knew that if she was going to hit any 
traffic snags, it would be crossing over the Great West Road. 
Upon reaching it, however, she was pleasantly surprised to see 
very little traffic. Passing through Brentford, the next snarl 
might possibly be Kew Bridge, but again that was clear. 

“Thank you, Lord! So far so good!” she thought. Helping 
God along, she sped down Mortlake Road but still tried to keep 
within the speed limit. When she turned into Lower Richmond 
Road, she checked her watch again. 2.45 p.m. This was going 
to be close. 

Coming to the end of Lower Richmond Road and passing 
Barnes Bridge posed no problem, but the right turn into Putney 
High Street could prove to be a real challenge. This was 
always a disaster, for heavy traffic there was the norm. Before 
approaching this spot, Linda prayed as she’d never prayed 
before. As she reached it, she could see that You-Know-Whom 
had been hard at work. There was very little traffic. As she 
headed along Putney Bridge Road, through Wandsworth and 
onto Battersea Rise, she sighed a heavy sigh of relief, for she 
felt confident that she would make it in time. 

Finally Linda reached Jeremy’s house, just as the doctor 
was arriving with the secial worker, 
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“Just in time,” she thought. Another grateful thanks to the 
Almighty. Nobody clears roads like He does! 

But the hard part, convincing Jeremy to 
hospital, was yet to come. More silent 
onto the stack. 

She greeted the doctor and the social worker, a 
entered the front door to Jeremy’s building. 

The three of them packed themselves into the lift, and as 
they rode up to Jeremy’s flat Linda noticed the Papers in the 
doctor’s hand. It was the section order, fully prepared and 
ready to be signed by the doctor and the social worker. She 
took a deep breath and silently called upon God once more. 
She certainly was keeping Him busy today! 

They tried knocking on Jeremy’s front door, but there was 
no answer. Linda used her key as a last resort. As they entered 
the flat, the smell of burning incense quickly assailed their 
nostrils. They reached the top of the stairs, but even though 
there was no sign of Jeremy, they could certainly hear him. He 
was singing at the top of his lungs in unison with the voice on 
the television. They entered the dining room as Linda watched 
the doctor’s face for his reaction. Doctors are pretty hardened 
to a lot of things, but this one was not prepared for the sight 
that confronted him. There were dozens of candles and incense 
sticks placed around the room, which was absolutely aglow 
with their light. Various decorative ornaments had also been 
arranged throughout the room in such a way that Linda felt it 
all represented something. It reminded her of the inside of a 

i nastery. , , 
oan “fact.” she thought, “it looks better. Quite ingenious, 
really.” 

The doctor hardly shared her viewpoint. In ae z kpa 
that Jeremy had gone off the deep end completely a "hes age 
search frantically for a pen. If the situation hadn’t ja 
serious, Linda would have found the doctor s reaction q 
amusing. 


go with her to the 
Prayers were heaped 


nd they all 
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After signing the form, the doctor made his move to leave, 
giving the distinct impression that he did not want to hang 
about any longer. He had seen more than his imagination could 
ever have hoped to conjure up on its own and consequently left 
the social worker and Linda to deal with the rest of the 
situation. The social worker was also ready to sign the form, 
but Linda forbade him. 

“At least give Jeremy a chance,” she said. “Let’s try and 
talk to him before you make your decision.” 

The social worker agreed. 

Linda called up to Jeremy. 

“Who’s there?” Jeremy called out. 

“It’s Linda, and I have someone with me.” 

Within minutes Jeremy came down the stairs. Just by 
looking at him, Linda could tell immediately that although he 
was there in body, his mind was definitely elsewhere. Jeremy 
stared at the social worker, and although he was manic he 
managed to suspect the worst about this stranger’s intentions. 
Jeremy had a tendency to be somewhat telepathic in his normal 
state, but his manic states seemed to make him even more so. 
He asked what this person was doing in his house. 

“I’m here to accompany you to hospital, Mr. Huggins.” 

“My dear sir! First off, my name is not Huggins, it is 
Brett—Jeremy Brett to you; and second, young man, I am not 
going to hospital!” Jeremy’s style was grandiose, to say the 
least, with the kind of flair one would expect to find in the 
theatre. 

“Mr. Huggins—” said the social worker for the second 
time. 

“Huggins again, after what Jeremy just told him? Is he 
entertaining a death wish?” thought Linda. 

Before the social worker could say anything more, Jeremy 
gave him one last scathing glance, took to the stairs, and made 
his way to the bedroom. 

“I am going to have to sign this section order,” the social 
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“Don’t you dare!” she replied vehemently. “y i 
haven’t explained to Jeremy why h A P en 

a y he needs to go to the hospital 
voluntarily. 

“T tried to.” 

“Not hard enough! Pm going to get Jeremy to come 
downstairs, and you are going to explain to him in detail. And 
for God’s sake, from now on call him Mr. Brett!” 

l At this point, her exposure to the social worker forced 
Linda to surmise that he must have been new at his job. Her 
heart went out to him, but at the same time she was adamant 
about preventing him from adding his signature to that deadly 
piece of paper. Because the social worker was new at this, she 
figured that she would probably have to persuade Jeremy 
herself. Upon reaching the bedroom, Linda found Jeremy 
watching television. He pretended to be engrossed in the 
programme, but she knew that he was shamming. 

“Jeremy, the social worker wants to talk to you.” 

“Well, I don’t want to talk to him.” 

“Jeremy, you must.” 

“I’m not going to hospital.” 

“Jeremy, if you don’t come with me they will section you. 
The doctor has already signed the form, and now all that is 
needed is the social worker’s signature.” 

Linda looked deeply into Jeremy’s eyes. When the mania 
took hold, it was akin to demonic possession. Linda wondered 
if there was enough of the real Jeremy left with whom she 
could reason. She searched within those deep grey-green eyes 
for a small flicker of hope. She waited for an answer that 
would end the nightmare for them both. 

“I better get dressed, then,” Jeremy smiled. S 

Linda sighed with relief. They weren’t home free just y et, 
but at least there was the hint of cooperation from him. 
Although it was another thirty minutes before Jeremy finally 
got dressed, he and Linda eventually came downstairs and 
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rejoined the social worker. The three of them then made their 


way to Linda’s car. 


The social worker climbed in the back, Jeremy got in the 


front, and Linda got in on the driver's side. As she checked the 
r lever to see if it was in neutral, Jeremy grabbed hold of her 
hand. He knew that he would be in hospital for weeks and 
Linda knew it, too. Her heart sank, but she quickly composed 
herself and gave him a smile. If she followed her heart, she 
would never turn the ignition key. She turned the key. 

As they set off, Linda suddenly realised that she didn’t 
know the way to the hospital. It was the Chelsea and 
Westminster Hospital they were headed for, and Linda had 
only been there once. But on that particular occasion, she had 
driven there from her parents’ home in West London, quite a 
different route altogether. Linda turned to the social worker. 

“Do you know the way to the Chelsea and Westminster 
Hospital?” 

“No. I was hoping you knew.” 

“Great!” Linda said sarcastically. 

“I know the way!” chirped Jeremy. 

How very typical of life, thought Linda. Such irony that 
the patient should be the one to direct his own way to the 
hospital. That was like a condemned man handing the 
executioner his sword! 

“We head north to Chelsea Bridge,” Jeremy said with 
extreme confidence. 

After crossing Chelsea Bridge, J 
the back streets to the Fulham Road. Lin 
he managed to direct them despite his manic state. 

“He must know the streets of London as well as Sherlock 
Holmes!” she thought. 

As they passed Stamford Bridge, home of Chelsea 
Football Club, however, Linda became concerned. 

“Jeremy, how much farther is it?” Linda asked. 

“Not far, darling. I am so enjoying myself! Aren’t you 


gea 


eremy led them through 
da was impressed that 
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enjoying the ride?” 

“Yes, Jeremy.” 

“Excuse me,” said the voic 
passed the hospital about a mie ees 

Her nerve endings were fr F 
this little revelation a not A iia tae igi 0p 

“Why didn’t you tell me?” Linda snarled ons, 

“J thought you knew another way in.” l 

If Linda could have taken her hands off the wheel, she 
would have jumped into the back seat and throttled the social 
worker. 

What had happened was clear. Linda had had the pre- 
conceived notion that the hospital would be on the right and 
thus kept looking to that side as they drove. The social worker, 
seated in the back on the left, had seen the hospital as they 
passed it, for it was located on the left side of the street. And 
Jeremy? He saw it when they passed by but thought Linda had 
changed her mind about taking him there; ecstatic, of course, 
he had said nothing. 

“Now PII have to turn this car around in the middle of 
Fulham Broadway in the middle of rush-hour traffic. Terrific!” 
Linda growled, trying to remain calm. 

The only positive thing about it all was Jeremy, who 
seemed amused by the whole thing. But even Linda, irritated 
as she was, began to see the humorous side of it. After all, she 
didn’t really want to take Jeremy to hospital. If she had been 
wealthy, she would have taken him to a safe place and had the 
best nurses and doctors take care of him. But she wasn’t 
wealthy, and at this point it was up to her to take him to a place 
he hated. She would rather have dumped the social worker and 
driven Jeremy around all night. As it was, she did make a U- 
turn in Fulham Broadway (who says there is no God?) and 
headed back toward the hospital. 

When they reached the hospi 
social worker said that his work was done an 


tal and parked the car, the 
d quickly made his 
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leave. Despite everything, Linda thanked him for his 
move to l 


D least he didn’t sign the section order,” she thought. 
Looking back on it, Linda had to admit that it must have 
eae s well. He didn’t know what to 


een harrowing for him a t i 
a from Jeremy or just how bad his condition was; maybe 
he didn’t even know what his condition was. He had been 


abandoned by the doctor and put in the hands of two strangers, 
one of whom was expected to exhibit unpredictable behaviour 
and another whose nerves were thoroughly frayed. He couldn t 
have felt even the least bit comfortable during all this, so no 
wonder he bolted when they reached the hospital. 

The distance between the car and the hospital door was the 
longest walk that Linda had ever taken. It felt as if they were 
going to a beheading, and both their gaits betrayed no desire to 
hurry things along. As Linda and Jeremy approached the door 
leading to the psychiatric ward, they both turned and hugged 
each other. For Linda it was one of the most heartbreaking 
moments of her life. 

“This is so unfair,” she thought. 

She didn’t want to let go of this gallant, gentle man whom 
she adored. She wanted time to stand still, wanted to wake 
from this bad dream, wanted a miracle. 

Jeremy was the first to pull away. He kissed her sweetly, 
turned, and walked in through the hospital doors with his head 
held high. He may have been on a manic high, but she had 
seen the apprehension in his eyes, the reluctance to go through 
those doors to a fate of confinement, prodding doctors, and 
diminished freedom. 

“Bravo,” she whispered silently. 

Linda followed him into the ward. After entering, Jeremy 
immediately introduced himself to the other patients. Linda 
went into a side room to give the doctors Jeremy’s case history. 
l Cej again the humorous side of the MD coin showed 
itself. 
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When she returned, she noticed that Jeremy had removed 
the “No Smoking” signs, hidden them under the settee, and was 
sitting there puffing away on a cigarette. Not only was he 
smoking but he also had encouraged the other patients around 
him to smoke as well, by offering them cigarettes! It was only 


minutes until a nurse approached and informed him there was 
no smoking allowed in the ward. 


“It doesn’t say so,” Jeremy chirped. 

Linda had to smile. His impish side was truly delightful. 
She saw to it that Jeremy was situated as comfortably as 
possible under the circumstances and then took her leave. 

As she got into her car, the day’s events hit her squarely in 
the face with the full force of a sledgehammer. The tears 
flowed uncontrollably. Her whole body ached with the pain of 
pent-up emotion. She was totally devastated by what she had 
had to do. She felt guilty, sad, and relieved, all at the same 
time. Taking a person you love to a place they despise was 
awful. She hated herself for having done it, but what other 
choice had there really been? It brought her little comfort, but 
she knew that she had done the right thing for Jeremy. 

“Dear God, why does it have to be like this?” she 
screamed. “Why?” 

Linda returned to Jeremy’s flat and began clearing up. It 
took her ages to get rid of the last remaining ash from the 
incense sticks. The next day she returned to the hospital with 
some toiletries for him. There had been no time to gather them 
the day before. As she got to his room she found that he wasn’t 
there, but she was touched to see a photo of herself on the 
bedside table. 

Eventually she found Jeremy in the “new smoking area,” 
surrounded by the other patients, all of whom appeared happy 
in his presence. As Linda watched, she could see the comfort 

© was bringing to those around him. 
“This is, indeed, an example of humanity’s finest,” Linda 


thought. “I wish others could see what I’m seeing now.” 
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Jeremy remained in the hospital for a few weeks. When 
he came out, he and Linda returned to his home. They both 
thought the worst was over, but there was to be yet another 
cruel turn of fate. Jeremy’s heart condition continued to 
worsen, and he was eventually admitted to the hospital for 
tests. The outcome of those tests confirmed that he had 
cardiomyopathy. Usually, Linda was told, the symptoms of 
this disease could be treated with medication. The only other 
alternative was a heart transplant, but the doctors were 
reluctant to consider such an alternative at this stage because of 
Jeremy’s age and because he suffered from manic depression. 
And even if a heart could be found and the transplant 
performed, there was always the possibility of rejection. 
Although this can be countered by immunosuppressant drugs, 
there is always a hazard of infection because these drugs 
weaken the body’s defences. And, too, they may act upon the 
brain to produce a heightened sense of well-being, a false sense 
of euphoria. This was definitely something a manic depressive 
should do without. In view of all the circumstances, the 
doctors decided that Jeremy should be put on additional 
medication and monitored closely. 


During the following months, Jeremy managed a couple of 
small parts in two films. One was entitled Mad Dogs and 
Englishmen and the other was Moll Flanders. Sadly, Jeremy’s 
part in the latter was limited to only one scene. 

Jeremy filmed Moll Flanders in Ireland, and it was after 
his arrival back home in London that he truly knew his acting 
career was over. It had taken all his efforts just to complete the 
one scene. Because of his health, he told Linda, he was now 
forced to retire from acting. She was relieved but also 
concerned about how he would respond to this major turn in his 
life. For so many people, their careers are their life’s blood; for 
some, it is a major part of their identity. But in Jeremy’s case, 
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he was either just being practica 
phy sically that it was more al a eal ip r a a 
once did he ever moan about his misfortune. arag is 
on entire relationship Linda never once heard a moan of self 
It just W asn't In the man’s nature to ask “Why me?” or 
complain that life was unfair. On the contrary, he took 
everything life threw at him, dealt with it the best he ie 
how, and came out with a smile on his face and an all-will-be- 
well attitude. When Jeremy felt his roughest, the only 
comment that even bordered on a complaint was not even really 
a complaint. 
“I’m a reluctant hero today,” he would say to Linda. 
During the next few months, Linda and Jeremy grew even 
closer. The simplest things in life became the most important. 
They would watch old movies on television, or even some of 
the popular, more contemporary ones. They would laugh at the 
comedy antics of W. C. Fields and cry their eyes out watching 
Ghost or Field of Dreams, two of Jeremy’s favourites. They 
watched Humphrey Bogart films, and anyone who’s seen 
Bogart’s rendition of Dashiell Hammett’s detective can easily 
imagine what a terrific Sam Spade Jeremy would have made. 
The most enjoyable times for them both were in the 
kitchen, where Jeremy would cook dinner and whatever else he 
chose. It was amazing that a meal ever got prepared, what with 
all the talking, frolicking, and laughing that went on. Linda 
would salivate at just the thought of Jeremy’s Spaghetti 
Bolognese, a recipe he executed simply by throwing the 
ingredients together without even measuring them. Sometimes 
he would make up his own recipe, which tasted even better. 
Jeremy made a bacon-and-tomato sandwich of his own 
concoction that was out of this world. He would chop the 
bacon into small pieces and cook it quickly over a high heat in 
olive oil. The tomatoes would be sliced very thinly, and two 
slices of bread would each be slathered with a coat of 
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mayonnaise. Once the bacon was cooked, he would place it o 
one slice of the bread and then layer the tomatoes on ca 
Pepper would be added and then the final piece of bread. By 
this time, the smell of bacon and the anticipation of this royal 
sandwich would drive Linda into a hunger frenzy. 

Because cooking had always been fun for Jeremy, he had 
never looked upon it as a chore. He didn’t enjoy fast food very 
much, anyway, and rarely ate it, but he would make an 
exception for the chips from McDonald’s. Linda, on the other 
hand, would frequent the fast-food places while working, as a 
convenience, but would hear about her bad eating habits from 
Jeremy, who admonished her to eat more fresh food. 

Since Jeremy was a perennial night owl, he would choose 
to cook at odd hours of the night. Linda, having long before 
retired to bed, would detect various odours wafting up to the 
bedroom, sometimes delicious, sometimes not so appealing. 

On one occasion, instead of the appetising dish that he 


normally produced, Linda’s nostrils were assailed by the smell 
pon entering the kitchen, she saw 


of something burning. U 
Jeremy sitting on a stool by the breakfast bar, looking at 
d a small, flat piece of concrete. 


something that resemble 

Jeremy’s expression was one of puzzlement and mirth. 
“Jeremy, what is that?” 
“Well, darling, it is supposed to be a meat pie.” 


“What happened to it?” 
“The instructions on the side of the packet said to cook it 


in the microwave for thirty seconds.” 


“And?” 
“I did not believe the instructions because I didn’t think 


anything could be cooked in such a short time.” 

“So how long did you cook it?” 

“Ten minutes.” 

Linda giggled. 

“No wonder. You didn’t cook it, you cremated it!” 
What had been a crescent-shaped meat pie was now more 
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akin to a flat, leaden pancake. They both looked at one anothe 
and then burst into roars of laughter. oe 

Most of the time Jeremy’s preparations in the kitchen were 
quite excellent, even if they did take place in the middle of the 
night. There were many times when Linda would roust herself 
out of bed at these odd hours to join in the cooking fora 
downstairs. The two of them were reminiscent of a couple of 
children at boarding school, sneaking a midnight snack and 
giggling the entire time. 

Of course the scene that would confront Linda in the 
morning was a kitchen of food-cluttered counters and 
mountains of used pots and pans. But for her the cleaning up 
was a small price to pay for all the joy that cooking brought to 
Jeremy, and it certainly beat those sleepless, restless nights 
they both endured when he was ill. He would make an attempt 
to clean up after dinner in the evenings, but Linda would jump 
in ahead of him, as she preferred the dishes to be washed with 
hot water as opposed to a cold rinse under the tap! 

The fun was again returning to their lives. The sun had 
come out from behind the clouds and life seemed to promise 
some joy once again. Maybe at last there would be a respite for 
them both. Heaven knows, they had certainly earned it. 


During this happy time, they would often share favourite poems 
and verses with each other or go through their mail together. 
On one occasion, Jeremy received a letter that raised both their 
eyebrows. He was seated at his desk, opening his mail, and 
Linda was sitting in a chair opposite, mending one of his 
jumpers. Every so often she would glance over at him. 
Usually he read one or two lines of a letter, and if it wasn’t of 
interest he would throw it in the waste basket. But the one he 
held in his hand at the moment seemed to be of great interest. 
Actually it was an extremely suggestive letter that would have 
sold well in a pornographic bookshop! He read the first page 
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o the second, whereupon he commented. 

“This is disgusting!” But he kept on reading. . 

Linda, not knowing the contents of the letter, raised her 
head and waited for him to share some vignette, but he just kept 


reading. 
“What, Jeremy?” 
“This is really disgusting!” l o 
“Well, if it is so disgusting, why are you still reading it?” 
He kept reading. The letter was several pages long, and 
when he reached a certain section he mused over that part for a 


and turned t 


moment. DENN 
“Linda, do you think this is possible? 


“Is what possible?” o l 
He showed her the portion of the letter that had elicited his 


question. Linda read it with utter dismay, absolutely astounded 
that anyone would write such a letter, and to someone they did 
not even know. Then she stifled a chuckle and responded to 
his question. 

“Well, I suppose it is. I don’t know, really. I’ve never 

tried it.” 
In the end Jeremy read it about three times, first out of 
curiosity, second out of disbelief, and third? Well, who 
knows? It was eventually thrown away, but not before he put 
in a phone call to his agent, requesting that his mail be screened 
a bit more conscientiously. 

On other days, they would set off in the car to visit 
Richmond Park in Surrey. They both enjoyed the slow drive 
around the park and took great delight in spotting the deer that 
roamed there freely. Afterwards they would find a little coffee 
shop, settle in at a table, and talk about how blessed they were 
to have each other. They talked of many things many times, 
but love was always at the top of the list. And together they 
learned much about love. Their souls danced in the beauty that 
surrounded them and soared high on the power of love. They 
felt that they had touched Heaven with wings of strength and 
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its of joy. They both derived such happiness and comfort 
spirits 0 er that they had shared their love from lifetime to 
gorie from one existence to the next. This was 
lifetime, 


a magical 
a time they would both remember forever. 
time, 


CHAPTER SEVEN 


The Message of Love 


Though lovers be lost, love shall not 
and death shall have no dominion. 
—Dylan Thomas 


September 11, 1995, began like any other day in the previous 
few months. Jeremy awoke and immediately sat up to ease his 
breathing. His daily ritual upon waking always began with the 
ordeal of literally gasping for oxygen in an effort to move 
normally about the house. Listening to him, one would have 
thought that he had emphysema or a recurrence of asthma. The 
air railed in his chest as it would in a mountaineer making the 
final push to scale Mount Everest. 

Witnessing this was extremely distressing to Linda, but 
she hid the distress within her. How could she not? The man 
had enough to contend with, coping with his disabilities and 
deteriorating health. He didn’t need to view the face of a loved 
one whose countenance displayed pity and sadness, or, worse 
yet, hinted at the possibility that the loved one herself could fall 
apart at any given moment. Fate had chosen Linda to be the 
pillar that would anchor him, and that she would do to the best 
of her ability. In fact they both needed strength and faith to 
understand the reason for all this. To her chagrin, Linda had 
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e that much could be learned from pain and 


had to conced 
dn’t concede it easily and still had 


hardship. But she di 


unresolved issues about the subject. 
Why did there have to be so much suffering? Jeremy’s 


explanation had not totally convinced her. She still grappled 
with that particular side of life. And Jeremy? He never once 
questioned why he had been chosen to undergo these travails. 
He seemed to accept it and strove to find a way to conquer it, to 
alleviate it. He even bolstered her spirits at times, at the weak 
moments when her bravado and otherwise-courageous facade 
showed the cracks of strain and wear. 
Later that morning, Linda took Jeremy to his psychiatrist 
appointment. In the course of the conversation, the doctor 
asked Jeremy how he was feeling. 
“I’m disappointed that my career is over. The people who 
admire me as an actor, my close friends—oh, how | would love 
to give them one more performance to thank them for their 
support. At the moment, I don’t feel I have given them 
enough.” 
The doctor looked long and hard at him and then spoke. 
“Jeremy, have you forgotten about all the videotapes we 
have of you playing Sherlock Holmes? We can watch those 
tapes any time we wish. Your performances have been pre- 
served for posterity and that is wonderful.” 
Jeremy did not own a videotape machine, so of course that 
thought had never occurred to him. His countenance brightened 


considerably. 
“Of course,” he said with the glee returning to his voice. 


“I forgot about that. Now I can rest easy.” 

In the afternoon of that same day, Linda drove Jeremy to 
the Chelsea and Westminster Hospital to meet with his 
cardiologist. She and Jeremy had both become increasingly 
concerned about the relentless deterioration of Jeremy’s health. 
Although they had been told that he would not get any better, 
they had also been informed that Jeremy could go on for many 
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more years. So neither of them had expected such a marked 
decline in his condition since the day that he was first 
diagnosed with cardiomyopathy. 

Upon their arrival, they were informed that Jeremy’s 
regular physician was on holiday, but that they would be able 
to see a junior doctor. Disappointed, they agreed to do so and 
were met by a young resident who looked inquiringly into 
Jeremy's medical file. It was his opinion that Jeremy’s decline 
was due to the fact that he should have been taking a slightly 
higher dosage of heart pills. Jeremy was already taking twelve 
a day, and even he had made the comment that when he 
walked, he rattled. So the news about a possible increase in 
medication was something that they both found surprising. 

After leaving the hospital, Jeremy and Linda both felt 
extremely discouraged. It was difficult to know where to turn 
next. What were the options? Were there any left? Did 
Jeremy even have the energy and stamina to pursue other 
options? As they drove home, the atmosphere in the car was 
one of silence. Linda could sense Jeremy’s despair and 
struggled within herself to come up with some answers. 

“Jeremy, why don’t we go to another hospital? In fact, we 
should go to the best heart hospital in England and get another 
opinion. You never know, the doctors there may have 
discovered a better form of treatment.” 

This suggestion seemed to cheer Jeremy a little, but Linda 
knew deep down that he was devastated by what little help he 
had received from this last hospital visit. 

Upon arriving home, Jeremy sought out his favourite chair 
and sat with his eyes closed, looking as if he were wondering 
what to do next. Linda knew that he wouldn’t give up the fight 
to regain his health, but she did wonder how much more fight 
he had left. She went to the kitchen and made them both a cup 
of tea. As she placed Jeremy’s cup on the table beside him, he 
looked up at her and spoke. 

“Darling, I hope you don’t mind, but I don’t have the 
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energy to make dinner tonight.” 
During the entire time she had lived with Jeremy, he had 


always insisted on cooking dinner. Besides loving to cook and 
conjure up his own recipes, he had told her that it was his way 
of doing something for her, and in these last months it had 
given some meaning to his near housebound existence. 

Jeremy’s decision to forego making dinner made Linda 
realise the extent of his suffering, which was far greater than 
she had imagined. Or had this last visit to the Chelsea and 
Westminster knocked him down for the final count? Because 
of his bottomless well of courage and tenacity, she had never 
envisioned him losing the fight. Even though human beings 
can be strong, at the same time we can also be quite fragile. 
And we are at our most fragile when we are worn down. Was 
that where Jeremy was at this point? Such a battle would have 
exhausted the fittest warrior, so was it any wonder that he 
might not be able to come back up for any more blows? Linda 
did not want to entertain such a thought, but realistically she 
had to acknowledge its possibility. 

Dinner was eaten in relative silence as they both 
contemplated the future. When they had finished, Jeremy felt 
tired and went to bed. Linda, on the other hand, had a head full 
of questions that needed answers. So she went to the roof of 
the penthouse and sat on the stone chair, surrounded by the 
panoramic view of London. Under other circumstances, one 
could look at the splendour of the night and the lights and thank 
God for life and its beauty. In fact she remembered a time 
earlier that year, when she and Jeremy had sat in that same spot 
and excitedly watched the VE- and VJ-day celebrations. They 
had had a wonderful, unobstructed view and had been able to 
watch the old warplanes lining up to fly over Buckingham 
Palace. And the fireworks display afterward had been 
spectacular. That had been a joyous moment for them both, as 
they laughed at each other’s oohs and aahs. 


But a more serious time was upon them at the moment. 
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Linda couldn’t understand why a person who was so 
compassionate and loving to others should have to suffer so 
much. It was so undeserved. If we truly reap what we sow 
then something had gone radically wrong with the universe in 
Jeremy’s case. He had sown the seeds of kindness, only to reap 
the thorns of suffering. Linda was angry and frustrated and 
wanted some answers. And there was only One who could 
supply those answers. So it was to Him she turned, the One 
who could quell her anger, the One who could solve the 
mystery—the Suffering Servant himself. 

Speaking to God was not new to Linda. It was during her 
adolescent years that she had begun to question who she was 
and what she was doing on this planet. She had turned to Him 
for answers, talking straight and to the point, sometimes 
joyfully, sometimes thankfully, sometimes irritably. And the 
more she had talked to God, the closer she had felt to Him. She 
never hesitated to turn to Him for help, and He always came 
through for her. 

This was especially true during the six months of her run 
around Great Britain and Northern Ireland. Running between 
twenty and thirty miles a day takes a huge amount of effort and 
an enormous belief that you can achieve something that many 
would regard as impossible. During the entire run, she had 
talked to God a lot. She had asked for help to sustain her effort 
and cement the belief that her goal was achievable; she had 
thanked Him for the donations they received from the people 
who saw them on the roads and in the towns, as well as from all 
the others. There were many days when there weren’t any 
people or cars around for several hours or even most of the day. 
It was only herself on the road and Ted, her backup driver, in 
the van. God was a constant companion during those long, 
lonely hours—God and her thoughts of Jeremy. 

She asked questions and received answers, sometimes in a 
roundabout way, sometimes more directly. In one instance, 
very directly! During the part of the run that took her through 
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Scotland, it had rained continuously for twenty straight days 
with no let up. Running all those miles on a daily basis is 
equivalent to running a 26-mile marathon every day. To run 
those miles in pouring rain is quite another issue. And just 
when Linda thought the worst was over and the rain was 
subsiding, she was met with a hurricane that brought chaos 
everywhere. Roads were closed from flooding, and dangerous 
high winds caused speed restrictions on a number of bridges. 
Rescue services were stretched to the limit, but despite the 
atrocious weather she still kept going. The severe weather 
began to try her patience sorely, for in every direction powerful 
hurricane headwinds buffeted her. This went on for three days, 
with no relief in sight. It made running twice as hard, and total 
exhaustion was quickly setting in. It was then that she finally 
turned to the Almighty for help. And because she had had her 
fill of first the chilling wetness and then the violent winds, her 
tone was neither sweet nor humble. 

“You know, I am not doing this run for me, or for personal 
glory, or my own monetary gain. I am doing it to benefit 
cancer victims, to help fund research into this deadly disease. 
And this run is tough! I need all the cooperation I can get just 
to come through it. So do You suppose You could stop the 
wind and the rain?” 

Not five minutes later, the wind ceased, the sun came out, 
and Linda never encountered another storm-driven day for the 
remainder of the run. 

Sometimes the answers were not as dramatic. They would 
just appear in her mind. Or they would come in the form of a 
newspaper article, where a sentence would pop out and give 
her the answer to a question that she had asked the day before. 
Other answers had come as the result of watching television. 
One day, when she had been really despondent about the small 
amount of money her run was generating, she had sat down to 
watch a film entitled The NeverEnding Story, the tale of a 
young boy who finds an extraordinary book; as he reads it, his 
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life becomes entwined within the pages of the book. 
wonderful thing about the film is that it teaches you always to 
believe in your hopes and dreams, to overcome your fear and 
despair, and never to doubt your ability to achieve the 
impossible. Memories of that film uplifted her for days. 

And so did Jeremy’s phone calls. It was uncanny how he 
always knew the right times to call and the right things to say. 
In fact, he usually answered her questions before she even 
asked them. Now, looking back, she realised that doing 
had been her destiny all along. She'd always kidded 
that she’d had to go 5,000 miles to meet him! 

The run had been a magical experience, one she would 
carry with her for the rest of her life. But now she was faced 
with a different situation, one that she felt needed immediate 
answers and immediate help. She sat quietly on the stone seat 
for a few moments, collecting her thoughts. The night w 
and quiet, very conducive for a talk with the Almighty. 

She was the first to initiate the conversation with her old 
companion. As so many of us do, she opened with a flat 
statement, which, if examined closely, was really a veiled 
complaint. 

“No one deserves as much suffering as Jeremy has been 
tolerating. There is no justification for it. Not only is it 
undeserved, but what good can possibly come of it?” 

She sat quietly, waiting for some kind of response. Does 
God answer recalcitrant children? Or would she hear only the 
deafening silence of the night? Faith isn’t believing that God 
can do something; it is believing that He will do something. 
Would He answer her? Slowly, words began to enter her mind. 

“If you never experience pain and suffering, how will you 
be able to appreciate fully the happiness and light that will be 
yours one day?” 


How does one answer that? One’s first instinct is to be 
defensive. And she was. 


“Maybe not,” she answered. “But is it necessary for there 
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to be so much suffering? Surely enough can be learned from 
one experience, especially when It Is severe. Jeremy has 
suffered many manic-depressive episodes, all of them severe. 


So what is the purpose of this?” 
“You do not know what Jeremy has come here to learn; 


nor do you know what he has come to teach.” 
Well, that was true, but Linda clung to her argument, 


feeling righteously justified. 
“You are right. I don’t know. But surely his suffering has 
gone beyond all necessity. I cannot see or understand the need 
for so much hardship and pain. Please give me an answer to 
that.” 
“When you visited Jeremy in hospital, did you not see the 
comfort and joy he brought to the other patients? If he had not 
been there, would anyone else have helped them in the same 
way he did? When you were there, did you see the glow on the 
patients’ faces when Jeremy spoke to them? Did you see a 
brightness in their eyes that had not been there before? You 
may have despaired at his suffering, but you also saw the good 


he was doing, did you not?” 
“Well, yes—” 
It is difficult to admit that 


angry and hurt. 
“_yes, I did. But now I feel that his pain has gone on 


long enough. Please, I beg You, give us both a miracle that 
will end his agony and distress. I will give anything to see him 
well again. If someone has to suffer, then let it be me. Why 
don’t You let me take on his afflictions and free him from 


them?” 
“It is not your destiny.” 
Humans do not let God off easily. 


argument because we do not understand. 
“Oh, but it is my destiny to watch him suffer 


God is right when one feels 


We persist in our 


1” came her 


surly reply. 
By this time there was a pain in her chest, and tears began 
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to stream down her checks. The months of their continuous 
fight against Jeremy's ill health had taken its toll on her, too. 
ha now here she was, hurling her anger and worry at God, 
more or less blaming, Him for permitting all this to happen. It 
didn’t seem right to be angry with the Almighty, but it was 
what she truly felt. God taps into our feelings, so pretending 
that she felt otherwise would have been useless. Besides, when 
we are angry the truth about how we feel comes tumbling out 
despite our efforts to hide it. And if we are angry enough, the 
truth is as raw as our hurt, our wounds, our scars. 

“Is it wrong to want a miracle? Is it wrong to want an end 
to someone’s suffering, especially someone you love so 
much?” she asked herself. 

Deep down, a part of her knew that God was right, but 
then again she felt that she didn’t have to accept His answers, 
didn’t want to accept His answers. After all, He sees the whole 
picture. He is able to view us and the universe as we are able 
to view a chessboard. God can see everyone, each person’s 
relationship to everyone else and to the universe as a whole. 
But each person on the chessboard can only see those nearby, 
and it is a lateral view at best. Having seen herself as one of 
the chess pieces, knowing that her scope had those limitations, 
Linda dug her heels in and refused to acquiesce, refused to 
agree with Him. If only we all knew what God knows, there 
would be no more suffering. And no more questions. 

“And no more experiences, no more understanding, and 
no more learning about the one thing that matters most,” came 
the gentle reply. 

“What is the thing that matters most?” she asked. 

“You already know the answer to that. Have you not 
Sound it with Jeremy, despite all the suffering and pain? Have 
you not learned how to love more than you ever imagined you 
nae 1) Overcoming impossible odds? Destiny brought you 

fe en it was love that held you close. You may see your 
ng difficult, but you both have learned more in the 
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short time you have been together than many have learned in 


lifetime after lifetime. " 
This time there was no disagreeing with Him. He was 
right, of course. She and Jeremy had learned much together, 
about life, about each other, and, yes, about love. l 
“We have touched the wings of paradise,” was how 


Jeremy had put it. 

She mused over this for a while. Maybe our entire earthly 
existence is just a learning exercise after all, and suffering and 
pain are all part of it. Horrible thought! Naturally we humans 
would have designed everything differently, excluding pain and 
anguish from the human condition. But would we really learn 
as much? Do we learn as much from a pleasant Caribbean 
cruise as we do from supporting one another through a divorce, 
a bankruptcy, a job loss? Do we soar as high from a warm, 


y the fire as we do when we hold the hand of a 


cosy evening b 
n still turn 


loved one who is dying in a cancer ward but who ca 
to us and smile, in gratitude for our presence and support? No, 
not even close. 

Linda rose from the seat. She was stiff from sitting on the 
cold, uncomfortable concrete. As she moved to the black metal 
railing of the spiral staircase, a final message entered her head. 

“There will soon be an end to Jeremy’s suffering, but not 
in the way you wish. Yet know it will be best for all 


concerned.” 
After reaching the bottom of the stairs, she made her way 


through the glass doors. Jeremy was still asleep and she, too, 
was in need of rest, so she trundled off to bed and quickly 


followed his example. 
1995, when she was 


It was 3 a.m., September 12, 
awakened by Jeremy calling her name from the bedroom 


landing. She quickly slipped on her dressing gown and was by 


his side in moments. 
“What is wrong, Jeremy?” 


“I am still upset by the doctor’s diagnosis,” he said. “But 
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more importantly, I just want you to know how much | care 
about you, Lindy, and how much you mean to me. We 
travelled through many troubled waters, but you have ie He 
me throughout the entire journey and I am eternally grateto ig 

“Jeremy, if anyone should be grateful, it is me. You ha > 
given me the opportunity to share a part of your life and tho 
wondrous adventure that it is. And as a result, I have come to 
love you very much, more than I ever thought myself capable.” 

He smiled at her. 

“My little pixie at the foot of my bed.” 

Wrapped and bound by their love for each other, they 
hugged in an affectionate embrace. The feeling of love was so 
warm, so secure, so comfortable, that neither of them wished 
the embrace to end. It was as if they both knew that time was 
limited and didn’t want to let go. 

“Now, darling, you must return to bed and get some sleep, 
as you have work tomorrow.” 

Linda immediately protested. She didn’t want to go to 
work. She wanted to be with him. Her concern for him made 
her want to stay close. If she went to work and something 
happened to him during her absence, she would never forgive 
herself. All along she had been reluctant even to leave him 
long enough to go to the local shops for their necessities, let 
alone go to work for eight to ten hours. 

“I’m not going to work tomorrow,” she stated. 

“Darling, you must. You have already given up two jobs 
to care for me in the last couple of years, and I don’t want you 
to lose this one.” 

“But you’re far more important than any job. I can always 
get another job. I can’t get another you!” 

He smiled and she touched his hand. They didn’t speak 
for a while, but their feelings for each other passed between 
them without the words. These were the moments that made 
them one, made them secure, made their imaginations soar. 
Her vision was that of an enchanted place where Jeremy was 
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free of illness. They would walk along a beach of golden sang 
by a clear, blue-green sea. There would be a gentle breeze, and 
the sun would glisten on the calm water. They would be alone 
and happiness would radiate from them both as they basked in 
the warmth of their togetherness. 

On various occasions, Jeremy had shared with her his own 
imaginary visions. He saw them w alking on golden sand, then 
the two of them swimming in the great sea amongst the fish and 
mammals. Neither of them was hampered or limited by human 
frailties. They would swim and dance and had the power to 
breathe under water. Their bodies were light and able to glide 
with the fish to explore the ocean floor. Then they would find 
a lagoon where they could rest and be as one with each other. 
Together they would watch the sun set and sit in wonderment 
at the magic of God's creation, both their hearts full of 
thanksgiving and gratefulness to the Almighty for bringing 


them together. 
She often wondered if their imaginings could be the reality 


of the future. Before undertaking her run around Great Britain, 
she had imagined it, dreamed it, and eventually became it. 
Now she wondered if the dream she had of herself and Jeremy 
would become reality at some later time and place. She knew 
that it would never happen in this lifetime; but maybe, she 
thought, just maybe they would walk along that beach together 


in their next existence. 
“Now, darling, you must get some sleep,” Jeremy went on. 


“I beg you, please go.” 

Something in his tone told her that there was no point in 
arguing. His mind was made up and she didn’t want to cause 
him any more anxiety than he had already. She kissed him 
gently on the cheek and made her way to the bedroom, leaving 
him with his thoughts and, later, the cup of tea he said he was 


going to make for himself. 
the edge of the bed wondering 


For a while she sat on l 
whether she should return to him, but something deep inside 
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told her to go to sleep as quickly as Possible. 
moment that she remembered God’s words to her 

“There will soon be : 
in the way you wish. ” SEE RETO deregi suffering, but not 

“Oh, Lord!” she thought. 
Tonight!” 

Her head whirled. 

“If this is so, I must be with him! But I can’t go to him 
now. He begged me not to Stay with him.” 

In their many philosophical discussions about life and 
death and the hereafter, Jeremy and Linda had talked about 
death being a transition, a stepping from one existence to 
another. They had marvelled at how extremely personal death 
really is. No matter how many loved ones, strangers, or 
medical staff are with you at the time it occurs, you endure the 
experience alone. You are the only one crossing over; no one 
goes with you. You leave the living behind to join those who 
have already passed, and you embark upon that journey alone. 
Barring accidents or freak occurrences where more than one 
person dies in the same instant, the experience is solitary. 

It wasn’t difficult for Linda to surmise that Jeremy would 
wish to be alone at the moment of his passing. But surely she 
was leaping to conclusions. She reprimanded herself for being 
so dramatic. He had looked fine when she left his side to go to 
her bed. And when God says “soon,” it doesn’t necessarily 
mean in the next instant. His “soon” might be years later. But 
as she thought about their conversation, it seemed to her that 
the words Jeremy had spoken only moments ago had a hint of 
“good-bye” in them. Had a farewell scene just been played? 

“I just want you to know how much I care about you—” 

“you have stuck by me throughout the entire journey—" 

This made her want to rush to his side immediately and 
not leave him alone for the rest of the night. She wanted to be 
able to say good-bye, to tell him how much she loved him. So 
many of us don’t get to say that before a dear one passes on. 


It was at this 


“Jeremy is going to pass away! 
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But his tone had been firm, and his eyes had pleaded with her 
to go to bed. Therefore she did what most of us do during a 
dilemma. And as she prayed, something deep within her urged 
her once again to go to sleep immediately. 

As her head hit the pillow, she began drifting into a 
strange state of semiconsciousness. She never really reached a 
state of total unconsciousness, it seemed, but occupied instead 
that zone between waking and sleeping. Suddenly she heard 
Jeremy’s voice calling her again, but before she could even 
think about getting out of bed, she found herself already by his 
side. 
“I have come to say good-bye,” he said. “It is time for me 
to return home. I have done as much as I can in this lifetime.” 

A deep sense of loss and sadness engulfed her. She knew 
that the time for him to go had come. He had suffered enough. 
But the thought of no longer being with him, no longer being 
able to touch him or see him or hear him, was just too much to 
bear. Somehow Jeremy knew her thoughts. 

“Do not believe for one moment that we will be forever 
separated. I will always be close by.” 

“But how will I know that?” she asked. 

“You will sense my nearness.” His countenance appeared 
so peaceful. 

“But how will I know that it is really you and not just 
something I want to feel or something I just imagine? How 
will I know for sure that you have gone to a greater reality or 
that we will ever be together again?” 

“Because you will remember this moment, and because I 
will give you a message,” he reassured her. 

“What message? When? Where?” 

“When the time is right, you will come to me in a dream, a 
dream so vivid that you will know it is not a dream at all, but 
true reality. We will meet and talk in a marble hall so beautiful 
that it will be beyond your imagination, and you will remember 
a message I will give you, which will benefit you greatly.” 
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She stood amazed, not knowing what to 

Then he took her in his arms. i at 

“It is time for me to go,” he said 

They hugged for the longest time. The i 

; - n th 

unlocked and they kissed their last kiss. Jeremy naan papan 
he did Linda saw the most beautiful and wondrous light 
Jeremy stepped to the edge of the light, and it pulsated with á 
brightness beyond imagination. He gradually made his way 
toward the magnificent brightness, and slowly his human form 
faded as he became one with the light. 


The alarm blared unmercifully into the early morning. Linda, 
still sleepy and not fully functional, turned it off. It was 6 a.m. 
and she wasn’t quite ready for the morning. As she came to 
full consciousness, she realised that she felt strange, somehow 
disconnected from reality. As was her usual routine, she 
washed and dressed, then proceeded downstairs into the 
kitchen. It was surprising that Jeremy wasn’t there, since he 
had always been around when she arose. Slowly a feeling of 
anxiety crept into her. Hazy memories began to materialise in 
her mind. She quickly moved from the kitchen and glanced at 
the desk. He wasn’t there. Dread and fear flowed through her 
as she hoped against all hope that what she knew must be true 
wouldn’t be true. Reluctantly she turned the corner of the L- 
shaped living room, and there on the settee lay Jeremy. She 
didn’t have to move any closer to know that he had finally 
succumbed. 

She cried out his name in anguish. Her closest companion 
for the last seven years had departed. She moved to his side 
and knelt beside him. Maybe, just maybe, he wasn’t gone after 
all. Taking his hand in hers, she stroked the smooth, almost 
hairless skin, as she used to do in the past to awaken him, but 
she knew that the gesture was useless. Her memory 
immediately and vividly recalled his words. 


126 The Jeremy Brett-Linda Pritchard Story 


“It is time for me to go,” he had said. 

So it hadn t been just a dream? Slowly she recalled the 
pulsating light. He truly had said good-bye and departed. A 
gradual stasis overtook her body and her mind went nan 
There were no hysterics, just a softly whispered good-bye and 
then a disconnected, mechanical approach to the ensuin 
activities. She began to do what needed to be done at ne 
moments, although to this day she still can’t explain how she 
managed it. She dialled the emergency number and waited 
Within minutes the paramedics arrived, followed by ira 
policemen. Both officers took charge. They kindly made her a 
cup of tea and remained with her until her parents arrived 
Jeremy’s GP followed; in the meantime she phoned family andl 
friends as best she could. Throughout the ordeal, her mind 
never left its trancelike state. She felt as if a veil had 
descended between herself and reality, to protect her from the 
distressful and sorrowful events that had just occurred. 

As the days followed, she grieved like anyone else who 
has experienced the recent loss of a loved one. Losing Jeremy 
was traumatic, and she knew that it would affect her life 
significantly for the remainder of her existence. Details of their 
final farewell came back gradually, but she still wondered if 
that really had been just a dream. 

Many things happened during the next few months to give 
her the hope that Jeremy was somehow still with her. On one 
occasion she walked into her favourite restaurant and heard the 
strains of “Unchained Melody,” a song that they both had 
loved. Her state of emotions led her to believe that it had been 
a coincidence, having forgotten her belief that there are no 


coincidences. 

It was many 
saw Clapham Co 
to Clapham, she 
become so familiar to h 
home, for it had been rente 


my’s passing before Linda 
he day she chose to return 
nd the area that had 
rn to Jeremy’s 
mmon, 


months after Jere 
mmon again. Ont 
decided to walk arou 
er. She couldn’t retu 
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remembering all the times that she and Jeremy had 
there together. Her mind conjured up a bame 7 rane 
summer evening when twilight had just come upon the m T ' 
had strolled from the penthouse toward the andokana h d 
hand. There wasn’t another soul around, but they hardi = 3 
have noticed if there had been. Without a word fener aie : 
they both moved in the same direction, toward the few nae 
that led up to the bandstand floor. In reality, the bandstand tis 
run down and covered with graffiti, but neither of them iss 
this. For them it was a structure of beauty and grace, a magical 
gazebo put there just for them. They stood on the dance floor 
just looking at each other. The moment was electric. Jeremy 
took her hand and gently pulled her to him. Her heart skipped 
beats, as it always did when he was close, and her head swam 
in the love that she felt for this man. As he caressed her he 
hummed the refrain from “Unchained Melody.” She didn’t 
want the moment to end. But then, moments like that never 
really do end. As long as you can remember a moment, it 
remains with you forever. Itis yours to savour and relive as 
many times as you wish, whenever you wish. 

As her thoughts returned to the present moment, she 
couldn’t help but feel a deep sense of loss. She wondered 
about the purpose of life and couldn't find within herself any 
desire to enjoy her existence now that he was gone. Oh, how 
she missed him! How she wished that Jeremy was there with 
her on that lovely, green common. How she wished that she 
could feel his arms around her and feel the warmth of his body 
next to hers. At that very moment she felt warmth, but it was 
that of a gentle breeze. The leaves on the trees around her 


began to rustle and she felt something. A presence? His 


presence? Was Jeremy with her right here on the common? 
feeling as something 


Her depressed state dismissed the 
meaningless. She didn’t recognise it for what it was: the light 


and warmth of truth. 


Much later she finally returned home. She felt so tired 
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when she got in that she made her way to her bedroom 
immediately. When her head hit the pillow, she fell into a deep 
sleep. 
Very soon she found herself in what she thought was a 


dream state, and yet there was something different this time. 
Everything around her was so vivid. Her level of thought was 
clear and precise, her mind not obscured by the usual, senseless 
illogic and confusion that accompany so many of our dreams. 
No, this was real. Or was it? It seemed real. As she looked 
around her, she realised that she was in a magnificent marble 
hall. It was then that the full memory of her last night with 


Jeremy struck her like a lightning bolt. 
“My God! This is what Jeremy told me about!” she 


thought. 
Before she could take it all in, a voice spoke behind her. 

“Hello, darling! I’ve missed you so much.” 

She knew the voice immediately. That rich, sonorous 
voice that had so often tingled the hair on her arm. 

“Jeremy!” she shrieked. 

Dare she turn around? Would it just be a disembodied 
voice with no visual entity attached? She dared. 

Slowly she turned around and there he was. He looked so 
happy and radiant. They hugged with all the passion of a 
hundred missed embraces. Destiny had separated them but, in 
her mercy, had also brought them back together to share 
another magical moment. 

“Oh, Jeremy, you look so well! 


how much I have missed you!” 
“I know how much you have missed me, darling. 1 have 


sensed your feelings. Do you remember, on our last night 
together I said I would give you a message when the time was 
right?” 

“Yes, Jeremy. I remember now. But at the time, that 


memory became obliterated by grief.” 
“Yes, darling, grief can cloud memories and it can hamper 


I can’t begin to tell you 
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our power of intuition. But we must 

intuitive thought is there to help and guide eal, ra a 
times. In a way, intuition is our phone line to God. Liste, 4 g 
and it will guide you to a much better life. And with h : it 
mind, my message to you, Lindy, is to remind you that life is 
very precious and it has a purpose. I know that, earlier toda 
you thought there was no purpose to it all.” ii 
little ka een ee ne fel donee P CEMS WE See 
so much.” ee 

“I know, darling, but you must know that the love we have 
for each other never dies. It lives on in our hearts and souls 
forever. Death does not separate those who love, Lindy. On 
the contrary, it brings them closer together. For we now have a 
new journey to travel together. An adventure that will teach us 
more about love, and when the time comes for you to return to 
God’s home we will begin this other sojourn.” 

For the next few minutes, they laughed and played like 
children. Everything else was forgotten in their joy at being 
together. The time came, however, for Linda to leave and for 
Jeremy to get on with his new existence. 

“Remember, darling, I will always be close by; and 
remember, too, that life on earth is meant to be well lived and 
enjoyed at every possible moment. Of course there are times of 
great sadness, but always try and enjoy all the other times.” 

“I will, Jeremy, I will.” 

When Linda awoke from her sleep, she remembered 
everything that Jeremy had said to her. It was for her the proof 
she needed that the love Jeremy and she had gained during their 
time together on earth had gone beyond the limits of this world. 
Their love was no longer shackled by earthly chains; it was 
utterly limitless and boundless. 


God’s gift is not only love but also the realisation that the love 
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we have for each other is something that we carry with us 
forever. Death does not reign or keep us from those we hold 
dear. We are with them anytime we wish to be. Henry Scott 
Holland (1847-1918), Canon of St. Paul’s Cathedral, said jt 


best. in a poem recited by Tarn Bassett at Jeremy’s funeral on 


September 16, 1995: 


Death is nothing at all. I have 
only slipped away into the next 
room. lam l. and you are you. Whatever 
we were to each other, that we still are. 
Call me by my old familiar name, speak 
to me in the easy way which you always 
used. Put no difference in your tone, wear 
no forced air of solemnity or sorrow. Laugh 
as we always laughed at the little jokes 
we enjoyed together. Play, smile, think 
of me, pray for me. Let my name be ever 
the household word that it always was. 
Let it be spoken without effort, without 
the trace of a shadow on it. Life means 
all that it ever meant. It is the same 
as it ever was; there is unbroken 
continuity. Why should I be out of 
mind because I am out of sight? Iam 
waiting for you, for an interval, somewhere 
very near, just around the corner. 

All is well. 


The Message of Love 13] 


The words “The End” have not been written at the conclusion 
of this story, for it is a tale about love and love is never-ending. 


Mpilogue 


ie he hear elERSRRNE Joromy and 1 shared 
, that our relationship might have beon 
wonderfully different had Jeremy not been so ill. But if one 
looks at the whole picture, one realises that Joremy and I 
learned some very special lessons over a short period of tine, 
lessons that could have taken many lifetimes to learn, So in 
that context, Jeremy and I were very fortunate, The illnesses, 
despite their devastating, power, drew us closer together in such 


a way that we can both look back and say that our path to 


learning more about spiritual love was nover encumbered, If 


the truth be known, God gave us both the opportunity to prove 
that love really does conquer all, that love is what unites and 
binds us to the infinite power of God as well as to each other, 
And nothing on earth can take away the desire to experience 
that love. 

What one must understand, too, is that Jeremy’s death has 
not hindered the progression of our love. On the contrary, it 
has aided our progress. | admit that, on the day Jeremy passed 
away, it felt as if a light had gone out of my life; during the 
days that followed, I felt that I was in a dark void of misery and 
despair. Tears fell frequently. But looking, back, 1 know now 


that it was all part of the grieving process necessary to rid 
ns that surround the 1099 of a 


oneself of the negative emotio 
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It helps us to come (0 torms with not being able to 


gee the one we love and with being deprived of the physical 
closeness that was shared. But now, thanks a Jeremy, i can 
look to the future with the knowledge (hat life isn t simply 
about living and dying. I will always remember Jeremy s words 
‘ t on the roof of his penthouse, looking upon a 


loved one 


fo me as Wwe sé 
twilight sky full of magical colours. 

“ror us to think that life is limited to the years we live on 
earth is a degradation of our intelligence and our intuition.” 

Our love for each other didn’t end on the day that Jeremy 
died. It simply continues in a never-ending stream of eternal 
bliss and new learning. Our adventure goes on, carrying with it 
God's love and understanding. As much as I am excited by this 
new journey, however, I long, for the day when our hands can 
touch once more, when our arms can hug and caress, and when 
our lips can unite us both in an undivided oneness of purity and 
spirit. And I know for certain that such a day will come. 

Therefore I ask everyone who has read this story not to 
remember it with a heavy heart, but to remember it with the 
utmost joy and delight, because that is the way it is for Jeremy 


and me. 
—Linda Pritchard 


Writing this book has been an adventure that I will not soon 
forget. When Linda first approached me about collaborating on 
this story, I had envisioned putting together a compilation of 
facts about her relationship with Jeremy. But to my delight it 
turned out to be much more than that. There were days when I 
sat at the computer with tears streaming down my cheeks as l 
typed. And there were days that I had to stop typing 


momentarily because I was laughing and couldn’t type! 
I learned so much more about these two terrific people 


than I had ever anticipated. I also learned about courage, love, 
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the tenacity of the human spirit. It may sound Strange, but 

and ere many days spent at the keyboard when I felt that 

there eae leaning over my shoulder, giving me insights that I 

sree J ever could have come up with on my own. I 

on Vie to believe that God assigned Jeremy to this project, 
up was there from start to finish. 


—Mary Ann Warner 


Appendix: 
The Acting Career of Jeremy Brett 


In September 1994, Linda decided to compile a comprehensive 
list of Jeremy’s various roles as an actor. Because his career 
spanned some forty years, she thought that the task would be 
monumental. But Jeremy’s memory was excellent, and within 
moments he was able to recite not only the name of the play, 
film, or television programme but also the part he played, the 
name of the theatre, film, or television company, and the year 
in which it appeared. With but a few additions, the following 
list is identical to the one made that day. Additions are 
welcomed and may be addressed to the authors in care of the 


publisher. 


Theatre 


Mercury and Sosie, Amphitryon 38, Library Theatre, Man- 
chester, England, 1954. 

Cassio, Othello, Library Theatre, Manchester, England, 1954. 

Mark Antony, Julius Caesar, Library Theatre, Manchester, 
England, 1954. 

Gerald Arnwood, Bird in Hand, Library Theatre, Manchester, 
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England, 1954. 
Bruno Hurst Marching Song, Library Theatre, Manchester, 


England, 1954. 
PA Puss in Boots, Library Theatre, Manchester, England, 


1954. oo 
Brother Martin, Ladvenu and Gilles de Rais, Saint Joan, 


Library Theatre, Manchester, England, 1955. 
Duke of Aumerle, Richard II, Library Theatre, Manchester, 


England, 1955. 
Dick Tassel, The Happiest Days of Your Life, Library Theatre, 


Manchester, England, 1955. 
Patroclus, Troilus and Cressida, Old Vic, London, England, 


1956. 
Malcolm, Macbeth, Old Vic, London, England, 1956. 
Paris, Romeo and Juliet, Old Vic, London, England, 1956. 
Duke of Aumerle, Richard II, Old Vic, London, England, 1956. 
Malcolm, Macbeth, Winter Garden, New York, New York, 


U.S.A., 1957. 
Paris, Romeo and Juliet, Winter Garden, New York, New York, 


U.S.A., 1957. 
Troilus, Troilus and Cressida, Winter Garden, New York, New 


York, U.S.A., 1957. 

Roderick, Meet Me by Moonlight, Aldwych Theatre, London, 
England, 1957. 

Ron, Variation on a Theme, Globe Theatre, London, England, 
1958. 

Marchbanks, Candida, Playhouse, Oxford, England, 1958. 

William MacFly, Mr. Fox of Venice, Piccadilly Theatre, 
London, England, 1959. 

Archie Forsyth, Marigold, Savoy Theatre, London, England, 


1959. 
Sebastian, The Edwardians, Saville Theatre, London, England, 


1959. 
Reverend Richard Highfield, Johnny the Priest, Princess 


Theatre, London, England, 1960. 
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Maurice Bowers, All Good Children, B l 

England, 1960. romley Little Theatre, 
Malcolm, Macbeth, Royal Festival H 

1960. all, London, England, 
Alsemero, The Changeling, Royal C 

England, 1961. y ourt Theatre, London, 
Peter, The Kitchen, Royal C 

1961. yal Court Theatre, London, England, 
Hamlet, Hamlet, Strand Theatre, London, 1961 

nois, Saint Joan, Chich : sa 
Du ae ichester Festival, Chichester, England, 
Maurice Sweetman The Workhouse Donkey, Chi 
l ‘es , Ch 

Festival, Chichester, England, 1963. á E 
Father Riccardo Fontana, The Deputy, Brooks Atkinson 

Theatre, New York, New York, U.S.A., 1964. 
Gilbert, A Measure of Cruelty, Birmingham Repert 

England, 1965. i 
Beliaev, A Month in the Country, Cambridge Theatre, London 

England, 1965. l ° 
Ronnie, Any Just Cause, 

stead, England, 1967. 
Orlando, As You Like It, National Theatre Company, England, 


1967. 
Claudio, Much Ado About Nothing, National Theatre Company, 


England, 1967. 
Valere, Tartuffe, National Theatre Company, England, 1967. 
Kent, Edward II, National Theatre Company, England, 1968. 
Berowne, Love's Labour’s Lost, National Theatre Company, 


England, 1968. 
Che Guevara, Macrun 
England, 1969. 
Bassanio, The Merchant of Venice, Nationa 
England, 1970. 
George Tesman, Hedda Gabler, Cambridge Theatre, London, 
England, 1970. 


Adeline Genee Theatre, East Grin- 


e’s Guevara, National Theatre Company, 


| Theatre Company, 
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The Son, A Voyage Round My Father, Theatre Royal 
Haymarket, London, England, 1971. 
Gaston, Traveller Without Luggage, Thorndike Theatre, Leath- 


erhead, England, 1972. 
John Rosmer, Rosmersholm, Greenwich Theatre, London, 


England, 1973. 

Otto, Design for Living, Phoenix Theatre, London, England, 
1973. 

Mirabell, The Way of the World, Stratford Shakespeare 
Festival, Ontario, Canada, 1976. 

Theseus and Oberon, A Midsummer Night’s Dream, Stratford 
Shakespeare Festival, Ontario, Canada, 1976. 

Robert Browning, Robert and Elizabeth, Yvonne Arnaud 
Theatre, Guildford, England and National Arts Centre, 


Ottawa, Canada, 1977. 
Dracula, Dracula, Ahmanson Theatre, Los Angeles, California, 


U.S.A., 1978. 

John Watson, The Crucifer of Blood, Ahmanson Theatre, Los 
Angeles, California, U.S.A., 1980. 

Noél Coward, Noél, Goodspeed Opera House, East Haddam, 


Connecticut, U.S.A., 1981. 
Prospero, The Tempest, Toronto Workshop Productions, 


Toronto, Canada, 1982. 

Honourable William Tatham, Aren’t We All, Brooks Atkinson 
Theatre, New York, New York, U.S.A., 1985. 

King Solomon, Song, New York State Theatre, New York, 


New York, U.S.A., 1985. 

Sherlock Holmes, The Secret of Sherlock Holmes, Wyndham’s 
Theatre, London, England, 1988-1989. (The play toured 
briefly before its Wyndham’s opening and then more 
extensively following its Wyndham’s run.) 
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Nicholas Rostov, War and Peace, Param 
i ' o ; 
Gilbey, The Wild and the Willing, Rank, Eakad io 1956. 
Mullen, The Very Edge, BLC, England, 1963 , 1962. 
Jordan Barker, Girl in the Headlines BLC 
. > , England, 1963 

Freddy Eynsford Hill, My Fai > . 

1064. ly Fair Lady, Warner Brothers, U.S. A., 
Edward Parrish, The Medusa Touch 

England, 1978. ch, ITC/Bulldog/Citeca, 
Tony Vernon Smith, Mad Dogs and English 

Film Productions, England, 1994. ene 
Artist’s Father, Moll Flanders, M-G-M, U.S.A., 1995. 


Television 


Paris, Romeo and Juliet, NBC, U.S.A., 1957. 

Angel Clare, Tess of the D'Urbervilles, ITV, England, 1960. 

Nigel Lorraine, The Guinea Pig (Saturday Playhouse), BBC, 
England, 1960. 

Malcolm, Macbeth, NBC, U.S.A., 1961. 

The Prince, Beauty and the Beast, BBC, England, 1961. 

Julian Bennett, A Kind of Strength, BBC, England, 1961. 

Student, The Ghost Sonata, BBC, England, 1962. 

Jacques, Dinner with the Family, BBC, England, 1962. 

Dionysus, The Bacchae, BBC, England, 1962. 

Pascal, The Typewriter, ITV, England, 1962. 

Dorian Gray, The Picture of Dorian Gray, 
1963. 

Tonino, Three Roads to Rome, ITV, England, 1963. 

Plinio, Something to Declare (Armchair Theatre), ABC, 
U.S.A., 1964. 

Harvey Freeman, Act of Reprisal, | 


BBC, England, 


TC Entertainment, England, 
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1965. 
Jeff Walker, 

Night), ITC, Engla 
Sir John Maltravers, Zhe 

1966. 
Villiers, The Queen and the Welshman, BBC, England, 1966, 
D’Artagnan, The Three Musketeers, BBC, England, 1966. 
Casanova, The Incantation of Casanova, BBC, England, 1967, 


Tressilian, Kenilworth, BBC, England, 1967. 
Gino, Quite an Ordinary Knife, ITV, England, 1967. 
The Bey, The Champions (episode entitled Desert Journey), 


ITV, England, 1967. 
Henry, Time for the Funny Walk, LWT, England, 1968. 
Count Danilo, The Merry Widow, BBC, England, 1968. 
Viscount Goring, An Ideal Husband, BBC, England, 1969. 
Bassanio, The Merchant of Venice, CBS, U.S.A., 1970. 
Lord Byron, Solo, BBC, England, 1970. 
Kahan, The Protectors (episode entitled With a Little Help 
from My Fnends), ATV, U.S.A., 1971. 

Captain Blaine, Country Matters (episode entitled An Aspi- 
distra in Babylon), Granada Television, England, 1973. 
John Middleton Murry, A Picture of Katherine Mansfield, 

BBC, England, 1973. 
— One Deadly Owner, ITC Entertainment, England, 
Captain Yule, Affairs of the Heart, ITV, England, 1974. 
Count Kinsky, Jennie, Lady Randolph Churchill, ITV 
England, 1974. 
ee Owen, Haunted (episode entitled The Ferryman), 
ranada Television, England, 1974. 
Edward Mertz, A Legacy, BBC, England, 1974. 
jesen por es Pro oe Daughter, ITV, England, 1975. 
T: urface, The School for Scandal, BBC, England, 1975. 
i a a ar the Twenties (episode entitled 
> , England, 1975. 


The Baron (episode entitled The Seven Eyes of 
nd, 1965. : 
Lost Stradivarius, ITV, England 
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As himself, The ibs Show, BBC, England, 1975 
seowne, Love’s Labour’s Lost (P 7 ra 

ranted, 1975. (Play of the Month), BBC, 

Captain Absolute, The Rivals, BBC, England, 1975 

As himself, presenter of Piccadilly Circus PBS U s 

Basil Hallward, The Picture of Doria G e TN. 
1976. n Gray, BBC, England, 

Mr Nightingale, Supernatural, BBC, England, 1977 

The Captain, Young Daniel Boone, CBS, U.S.A., 1977 

se Joslin, The Incredible Hulk (episode entitled Of Guilt, 

odels and Murder), ABC, U.S.A., 1978. 

Frederick, Hart to Hart, CBS, U.S.A., 1979. 

Max de Winter, Rebecca, BBC, England, 1979. 

Xavier, Battlestar Galactica (episode i 
ABC, U.S.A., 1980. ai i 

George, Duke of Bristol, On Approval, BBC, England, 1980. 

David Malcolm, The Secret of Seagull Island, ITC 
Entertainment, England, 1980. 

Dr. Terence Keith, Madame X, NBC, U.S.A., 1981. 

Captain Ashburnham, The Good Soldier, Granada Television, 
England, 1981. 

Prime Minister William Pitt the Younger, Number 10 (episode 
entitled Bloodline), Yorkshire Television, England, 1982. 

Vincent Tumulty, The Last Visitor, BBC, England, 1982. 

Robert Browning, The Barretts of Wimpole Street, BBC, 
England, 1982. 

King Arthur, Morte d’Arthur, BBC, England, 1982. 

Macbeth, Macbeth, HBO, U.S.A., 1982. 

Sherlock Holmes, The Adventures of Sherlock Holmes: A 
Scandal in Bohemia, The Dancing Men, The Naval Treaty, 
The Solitary Cyclist, The Crooked Man, The Speckled 
Band, The Blue Carbuncle, Granada Television, England, 
1984. 

Sherlock Holmes, The Adventures of Sherlock Holmes: The 
Copper Beeches, The Greek Interpreter, The Norwood 
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The Resident Patient, The Red-Headed League 
Problem, Granada Television, England, 1985. 


Bryan Foxworth, Deceptions, NBC, U.S.A., 1985. 

Mr. Nightingale, Florence Nightingale, NBC, U.S.A., 1985. 

Sherlock Holmes, The Return of Sherlock Holmes: The Empty 
House, The Priory School, The Second Stain, The 
Musgrave Ritual, The Abbey Grange, The Man with the 
Twisted Lip, The Six Napoleons, Granada Television, 


England, 1986. 
Sherlock Holmes, The 


England, 1987. 
Sherlock Holmes, The Return of Sherlock Holmes: The Devil's 


Foot, Silver Blaze, Wisteria Lodge, The Bruce-Partington 


Plans, Granada Television, England, 1988. 
Sherlock Holmes, The Hound of the Baskervilles, Granada 
Television, England, 1988. 
Sherlock Holmes, The Case-Book of Sherlock Holmes: The 
Disappearance of Lady Frances Carfax, The Problem of 
Thor Bridge, Shoscombe Old Place, The Boscombe Valley 
Mystery, The Illustrious Client, The Creeping Man, 


Granada Television, England, 1991. 
Sherlock Holmes, The Master Blackmailer, Granada Tele- 


vision, England, 1992. 

Sherlock Holmes, Four Oaks Mystery (Telethon ‘92), Granada 
Television for Independent Television, England, 1992. 
Sherlock Holmes, The Last Vampyre, Granada Television, 

England, 1993. 
Sherlock Holmes, The 


England, 1993. 

Sherlock Holmes, The Memoirs of Sherlock Holmes: The Three 
Gables, The Dying Detective, The Golden Pince-Nez, T he 
Red Circle, The Mazarin Stone, The Cardboard Box, 
Granada Television, England, 1994. 

As himself, Playing the Dane, BBC, England, 1994. 

As himself, presenter of More Loverly than Ever: The Making 


Builder, 
The Final 


Sign of Four, Granada Television, 


Eligible Bachelor, Granada Television, 
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of My Fair Lady, CBS, U.S.A., 1994. 


Radio 


Robert Browning, The Barretts of Wimpole Stre t , 
4, England, 1972. et, BBC Radio 


Mendelssohn, Mendelssohn and Elijah, BBC Radio 4 England 
1973. ' 


As himself, Man of Action, BBC Radio 3, England, 1976. 
As himself, Desert Island Discs, USA, 199]. 
As himself, This Week’s Good Cause (Appeal for the Manic 


Depression Fellowship), BBC Radio 4, England, Septem- 
ber 3, 1995. 


Recordings 


Bassanio, The Merchant of Venice, 1957. 

Thomas Mowbray, Duke of Norfolk, King Richard II, 1960. 
Earl of Clarence, King Richard III, 1960. 

Troilus, Troilus and Cressida, 1961. 

Dunois, Saint Joan, 1963. 

Oedipus, The Infernal Machine, 1967. 

Antonio, The Duchess of Malfi, 1968. 

Haimon, Sophocles’ Antigone, 1973. 

Berowne, Love’s Labour’s Lost, 1974. 


Awards 


Laurence Olivier Award, Central School of Speech and Drama, 
1954. 


William Poel Prize, 1955. 
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g Actor, 1956. 
tor for Dorian Gray, 1961. 


LOI 4 


Most Promisin 
Daily Mirror Award, Best Ac 
Tomorrow’s Star Actor Award, 1962. 

Blue Ribbon Award, for Freddie in My Fair Lady, 1965. 
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Jeremy, I would be happy to hear from any other copyright 
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—L.P. 
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Jeremy Brett and David Burke: 
An Adventure in Canonical 
Fidelity 
By R. Dixon Smith 
Foreword by Michael Cox 


The first study of Jeremy Brett as Sherlock Holmes. Newly illustrated 
edition of a long-out-of-print account of the carly years of the Geada 
Television Sherlock Holmes series, and an analysis of the five finest 
impersonators of Sherlock Holmes on stage and screen. ¢ Yriginally 
published in 1986, it quickly went out of print and has become a 
Sherlockian rarity. This edition contains a new introduction by the 
author, is signed by him, and is published in pictorial card covers in a 
limited edition of 1,000 copies. 


Rupert Books Monograph Series No. 6 
ISBN: 0 9530869 5 X. 40 pp. Illustrated. Price: £10 


Remembering Jeremy Brett 


By Michael Cox and R. Dixon Smith 


Collects six Jeremy Brett tribute articles (which originally appeared in 
The Guardian, The Sherlock Holmes Journal, ACD, The Ritual, and 
Sherlock Holmes Gazette) written by Michael Cox, the original 
producer of the Granada Television Sherlock Holmes series, and R. 
Dixon Smith, author of Jeremy Brett and David Burke: An Adventure 
in Canonical Fidelity, the first study of Jeremy Brett as Sherlock 
Holmes. This edition is published in card covers in a limited edition 
of 600 copies. 


Rupert Books Monograph Series No. 4 
ISBN: 09530869 3 3. 32 pp. Illustrated. Price: £10 


Spiritualism: Some Straight Questions and Direct Answers 
Afterword by Michael W. Homer 


A facsimile edition of the rare leaflets that were distributed at Sir Arthur Conan Do te 
lectures on Spiritualism, containing his own answers to the questions he was most a s 
asked: on the relationship between Spiritualism and Christianity, the names of ieadin 
scientists and clergymen who were converts, the best books on the subject, and other 
related matters. This facsimile edition contains an afterword by Michael W. Homer 


and is published in facsimile card covers in a limited edition of 400 copies. 


Rupert Books Monograph Series No. 8 
ISBN: 0 9530869 7 6. 27 pp. Price: £10 


Spiritualism and Rationalism: 
With a Drastic Examination of Mr. Joseph M‘Cabe 


Afterword by Michael W. Homer 


A facsimile edition of Sir Arthur Conan Doyle’s defence of Spiritualism, written in 
reply to Joseph McCabe. A continuation of the public debate held in the Queen’s Hall 
in March 1920, and containing Conan Doyle’s considered response to the claim made 
by McCabe that Spiritualism was based on fraud and depended upon trickery. The first 
and clearest exposition of his beliefs to be issued by a leading publishing house, 
rusading zeal and determination to present the arguments for 


revealing his c 
on contains an afterword by Michael 


Spiritualism in their best light. This facsimile editi 
W. Homer and is published in facsimile card covers in a limited edition of 400 copies. 


Rupert Books Monograph Series No. 7 
ISBN: 0 9530869 6 8. 50 pp. Price: £10 


Our Reply to the Cleric 
[Sir Arthur Conan Doyle’s Lecture in Leicester, October 19th, 1919] 


Afterword by Michael W. Homer 


A facsimile edition of a scarce, early Conan Doyle Spiritualist pamphlet. This 
oken attack on Spiritualism made at the Church 


important speech, a reply to the outsp 

Congress in Leicester by The Rev. J. A. Magee, is reissued as it was originally 
published in January 1920 by The Spiritualists’ National Union, to whom Conan Doyle 
gave the address. Conan Doyle’s clearest statement of the relationship between the 
dition contains an afterword by Michael W. 


Church and Spiritualism. This facsimile e 
Homer and is published in facsimile card covers in a limited edition of 400 copies. 


Rupert Books Monograph Series No. 5 
ISBN: 0 9530869 4 1. 32 pp. Price: £10 


The New Revelation 
[The London Spiritualist Alliance Speech of 1917) 


Afterword by Richard Lancelyn Green 
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The Mystery of the Spot Ball 
An Unrecorded 1893 Sherlock Holmes Parody 
from the Edinburgh Student 


Edited and with an Introduction by Richard Lancelyn Green 


The first appearance in over a hundred years of one of the earliest and rarest Sherlock 
Holmes parodies. Originally published in the Edinburgh Student in 1893, “The Mystery 
of the Spot Ball” was never reprinted and is not listed in any of the De Waal 
bibliographies. “It is of a high quality and has certain features which helped to define 
the genre,” writes Richard Lancelyn Green. “University magazines published many of 
the wittiest Sherlockian parodies, but a place of honour must be accorded to ‘The 
Mystery of the Spot Ball’ which appeared in that of [Conan Doyle’s] own Alma 
Mater.” This edition contains an introduction by Richard Lancelyn Green, is signed by 
him, and is published in card covers in a limited edition of 400 copies. 


Rupert Books Monograph Series No. 2 
ISBN: 0 9530869 1 7. 24 pp. Illustrated. Price: £10 


A Full Report of a Lecture on Spiritualism 
Delivered by Sir Arthur Conan Doyle 


Afterword by Richard Lancelyn Green 


Another unrecorded work, published in 1919 and containing the full text of Conan 
Doyle’s address. One of the earliest of the author’s many Spiritualist pamphlets. Not 
listed in Green and Gibson, A Bibliography of A. Conan Doyle. This facsimile edition 
contains an afterword by Richard Lancelyn Green, is signed by him, and is published 
in facsimile card covers in a limited edition of 400 copies. 


Rupert Books Monograph Series No. 1 
ISBN: 0 9530869 09. 18 pp. Price: £10 


The Jeremy Brett Memorial Fund 
for Imperial Cancer Kesearch 


Linda Pritchard, with the kind permission of Jeremy’s son David 
Huggins, has set up a charity fund in memory of Jeremy Brett. 


The Jeremy Brett Memorial Fund is designed to raise funds and create 
awareness of the need for research into cancer. Jeremy knew the 
devastation cancer can cause when he lost his wife, Joan, to cancer; he 
also saw how tragically indiscriminate it is after visiting Joan in 
hospital and seeing patients of all ages suffering from the disease. 


“It is a disease that has to be beaten, for it strikes so terrifyingly not 
only the old but the young as well,” Jeremy said. 


Please help The Jeremy Brett Memorial Fund to help Imperial Cancer 
fight this tragic disease by donating what you can, no matter how 


small, to 


The Jeremy Brett Memorial Fund 
Department NFD 
61 Lincoln’s Inn Fields 
London WC2A 3PX 
U.K. 


Tel.: 0171 269 3412 
Fax: 0171 269 3404 
E-mail: j.arnell@icrf. icnet.uk 


Please make cheques payable to The Jeremy Brett Memorial Fund for 
Imperial Cancer Research. Cheques can be in English pounds (£) or 
American dollars ($). 


© _ The Jeremy Brett Memorial Fund is administered by the 


{AN o 
Imperial Cancer Research Fund 
REGISTERED CHARITY No. 209631 


